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FOREWORD | 


* You may not at this moment be interested 
in the Indian problem, but you will become in- 
terested as soon 4g you start reading Col. T.F. 
O’Donnell’s book, He sees India becoming the 
cockpit of conflict. The War may. temporarily end 
but the problem of Indian*Defence will remain. 

Can England protect India without gobilis- 
ing India’s mam power? Can India, if it gets 
its independence, keep it without adequate means 
of defence? These are the questions which are _ 
raised and answered in this story. 

There has been a great deal of talk of a new 
wotld order of n&n-violence, that can overcome 
violence, but in spite of it all guns are thundering 
in the East and the West. The air throbs with 
the whir of bombers and death ‘chatges explode 
in fathomless seas. The.dove+of peace can noe 
where find a resting plece. In the dawn of new 
understanding, the future may banish these un; 
heard of viokences, but in the present gloom that 
surrounds the earth, the only insurance of peace is 
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organised ‘power of nations, to protect her hearths 
and homes, their laws and their liberties. 

+ Col. T.F, O’Dennell not only states the pro- 
blem, but offers ¢ solution. Why cannot the two 
countries England and India learn to love and 
trust each other? Why cannot the two recognise 
the meaning of ‘inter-dependence and join hands 
in organising our man-power? There is no 
knowing when India may be called’ upon to 
defend herself. 

Col. T. F. O’Donnclladvocates the forming of 
Youth Leagues for training the young in the art 
of leadership. India is unsurpasSed in the art 
of making speeches but oratory has had its day; 
what the country needs is centres for training 
leaders, equipping the youth, with power of ini- 
tiative, courage and command iti is in the making 
and organising of man-power that India can find 
its independence. It is in realising national unity 
that India can keep its independence when 
won. It is the‘only way to a final settlement of 
tommunal problem and, realisation of self-govern- 
ment. Patriotic oratory may stir up the heart 
and, fire up the brain but, unless arms are ready 
to carsy out their mission, realisationand achieve- 
ment muSt remain in the realm of untealities, 
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Col’ T.F. O'Donnell has told the story with 
a tare purity of conception and, expression. The 
story draws its strength frong perfect combination 
of simplicity and clear observation. Its truth fas- 
cinates and carries conviction. The love of an 
Indian girl and an Irish Civilian provides a charm- 
ing theme as a prelude to the“union of the two 
countries. a : 

All those who, areeinterested in Indo-Anglian 
ptoblem of the present and the future would do 
well to read the book. ,Gol. O’Donnell has done 
a sincere servéce to the land he lives in and deserves 
well of India amd England, 

IQBALNAGAR 
MONTGOMERY DISTT. JoGENDRA SINGH 
December 23, 1939 
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CHAPTER ONE « 


Mr. Justice Smythe and Mr, Justice Bannerji 
had been judges together in the High Court. Mr. 
Justice Bannerji in'coutse of time was translated 
to London as Hight Commissioner for India. 
Mr. Justice Smythe prematurely left his appoint- 
ment in India owing ts “the death of his elder 
brother who‘had died childless and had ‘eft him 
the family estafe. The estate was small but very 
prosperous, and the house, dignified with the 
name of a castle from olden times, had been 
completely modernised inside. ‘The exterior still 
presented the same dignified and stately appearance 
as it did when it was first built generations before. 
The castle commanded a magnificent view of an 
undulating well-wooded country, through which 
meandered in graceful curves a broad and noble 
river. es — m 

Mr. Justice Smythe was very glad to leave 
behind hard work and the rigours of an Indian 
climate to p&ss the remainder of his life quietly 
and peacefully in'the house where he had spent 
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the happy- days of his childhood. He had never 
lost touch with his old friend and -colleague. As 
soon as he had established himself at. Garnacanty 
he sent across a-pressing invitation to come and 
visit him as~soon as he possibly could. The. 
invitation was steadily accepted. 

One evening after dinner as they were com- 
fortably ensconced before,a blazing fite. and bask- 
ing silently in its warmth, Smythe suddcnly turned 
to his friend:— 

“Do you find time ~hanging heavy on your 
hands in London ?” - 

“More or less. I can always find something 
to do, of course, but I feel somehow the lack of 
a definite objective. The duties .of my post as 
High Commissioner are not very onerous.” 

“T am more or less in the same position also, 
I must confess that I was looxing forward to a 
life, not of idleness, but of peaceful leisure. 
Tam afraid that uninterrupted leisure can become 
very boring and monotonous.- I have thought 
of a definite objective in which we both could 
collaborate.” : 4 

_“T shall be only too pleased to collaborate 
with’ you if it is at all possible. What is your 
scheme ?7 
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“You know, as well as I do, the intiicacies of 
Hindu Law. I had the idea. of codifying and simpli- 
fying, wherever possible, thee momentous amount 
of literature on the subject. It wilh be in the nature 
of a magnum opus, and will take years to complete.” 

Justice Bannerji sat bolt upright in his chair. 

‘Do you know,” he said,"“that is a most 
extraordinary “coineidence. I have been toying 
with that very same idea for years. Two things 
put me off. - First ‘of all I doubted my own. abi- 
lity, and secondly I thoughé I would never be able 
to spare sufficient time to tackle so vast a gubject. 
Now evening] is clear. Iam with you every 
time.” 

“You agree then >?” 

“Definitely and unconditionally.” 

The two old colleagues and collaborators 
became all agog with excitement. The vigour and 
inspiration of youth seemed to have suddenly 
descended on them both. They Sat up till the 
eatly hours of the morning outlining the scheme 
of the work and discussing details. The work, once * 
started, necessitated net only a good: deal. of 
correspondence but. also frequent interchanges. 
of visits. Dwring his holidays and spare. fime 
Bannetji was always a welcome visitor af Garna- 


y 
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canty Castle. : 

Smythe was_-still an active man. He enjoyed 
his shooting and his fishing which was plentiful 
on his own estate, and he keenly enjoyed the 
hunting which was over an almost perfect coun- 
try. Bannerji on the other hand was not so active. 
He had always led a sedentary life. His visits 
to Garnacanty, however, wefe far from boring. 
The soft southern climate cuited him adfhirably, and 
it afforded him very great pleasure to make the 
rounds of the estate xisiting the tenants. His 
kindly- affectionate nature and his- open-handed 
generosity soon made him a popular figure. The 
visits of ““The Nabob,” as he was generally called, 
were as welcome in the cottages, as they were at 
the castle. 

At this time Fred Smythe, the only son of the 
ex-Justice was preparing fof the Indian Civil 
Service. From their very first meeting Justice 
Bannetji and Fred became friends. They had 
long walks and intimate talks together. His father 
had given Fred a good deal of information about 
India, but Justice Bannesji had supplemented that 


information in many material ways. His father 


had given to him the views of a-~broad-minded 
European with regard to India and Indians, but — 
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Justice Bannerji opened Fred’s eyes to an altogether 
different angle vf vision. He explained in detail 
the present state of affairs in*India. He pointed 
out the clash between the hopes ‘and ambitions 
of the rising generation and the rigid « conservatism 
of the past. He dwelt on the world-wide state 
of unrest from which India was by no means 
excluded. = 

“India,” he said, as* they were sitting on the 
lawn one evening watching the effects of a most 
glorious summer sunset,.“has jumped at one 
bound from childhood to manhood. ‘That fact is 
either wilfully or tnconsciously ignored, and unfor- 
tunately it is the crux of the whole situation. 
Even I myself have been not only surprised but 
wondet-struck by the stupendous changes that 
have occurred within recent years. You ate going 
to a wonderful country, Fred, and to a countty 
which I do honestly believe is destined to a glorious 
future. Your path is beset with many difficulties, 
not the least of which the fact that you will 
become only a tiny cog in a« mighty machine, fast * 
becoming anueuaced and unpopular. May God 
guide you.” 7 

By this tifne the sun had dipped below ae 


horizon. The waters of the broad and noble tiver 
2 
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had taken on a cheerless, if not definitely sullen, 
aspect. The trees in the woods‘ were distinctly 
dark, and almost Black and lowering. The still 
visible ruddy giow on the ‘western horizon alone 
sounded a note of hope in the depressing and 
menacing atnrosphere. On very many occasions 
in later years Fred Smythe remembered that fate- 
ful conversation on the lawn of Garnacanty, . 

Time passed. The*work on Hindu Law 
progressed slowly but surely. Fred Smythe pas- 
sed into the Indian Civil-Service with flying colours. 
He wes posted as Joint Magistrate’to the Head- 
quatters of a fairly large distritt. His surprise 
at this first experience was unbounded. The 
setious conversations he had -with his father and 
Justice Bannerji about India seemed to have no 
bearing on the present situation as he found it. 
He was engaged from early morning till late.in the 
evening with dull routine work, mainly in stuffy 
law-courts. There were opportunities for play- 
ing polo, golf, and tennis, which, as far as he 
“could see, formed the most important item of the 
day’s work for the other European members of 
the, station. Perhaps more important still was 
the foregathering in the evening atthe Club. It 
was a European Club, founded on the ttaditions 
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. of clubs at home. Indians were eligible for ad- 
mission, but only those who ‘belonged to the 
Services. Some Indians joined and some did 
not. For all practical purposes, hewever, Fred 
found himself in an English atmosphere trans- 
planted on foreign soil. This, he thought, could 
not be India, the geal India, the India that his 
father and , Justice Bannerji had described. He 
determined to get first hand information as soon 
as possible, and for the present to watch and wait. 

After a few years he’ was given sole charge 
of a small district, There was no polo, no ‘tennis, 
no golf, and no European Club. He had plenty 
of time on his hands, and he made use of it by 
going round to the various villages and endea- 
vouring to get into touch with the people. 
Everywhere he was received with invariable 
courtesy and politeness, but he felt that there was 
a barrier between him and them which he could 
not break down. At last an incklent occurred 
which won for him not only the confidence but 
the affection of the whole distriet. 

Tt happened during” the monsoon, and the 
monsoon in this particular year was exceptionslly® 
‘ strong. Rivers had overflowed their banks, 
canal dams had been washed away, and the whole 
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countryside had been flooded. Smythe’s small 
district did not suffer so badly but there was one 
outlying village which constituted a distinct 
soutce of denger. It was" situated close beside 
the dried-up bed of an ancient water-way. 
Smythe warned he villagers and advised them to 
clear out of the danger zone, 

“Ts it an order, Sahib,” ‘asked the Patwari. 

“No,” replied Smythe, “but in my opinion 
you all are in grave danger, and it would be very 
advisable for you to cl€ar out immediately.” 

“The rains can’t last for ever, Sahib, and 
already they are showing signs of decreasing.” 

“Much tain has fallen. The rivers and can- 
als are overflowing. This particular spot was 
submerged once before.” 

“That was many yeats agp, Sahib.” 

“Tt may happen again.” 

“It may not, Sahib. If we go to 4 lot of 
trouble and clear out, and if the waters do not 
, come, I shall be a laughing-stock. I shall receive 
much abuse.” = - 

Smythe for the first time in his life understood 
therpractical significance of a pronounced fatalism, 

“If. the waters come,” added the Patwari, 
“we shall all go quickly.” 


PERI 
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Smythe realised that there was no use in 
trying to argue with the Patwagi, or to tell him 
that if the waters did come,* especially at night 
time, they would not have time ¢o 8° quickly. 
All their goods and chattels would Be irretrievab- 
ly ruined, and they would be very lucky to escape 
with their lives. ‘The waters did come suddenly 
and unexpectedly. ‘Fortunately Smythe happened 


to be on the spot.» 
Three miles away a large canal dam, which 


looked apparently firm (and sound, suddenly 
burst without any warning. The pent-up waters 
surged over thee surrounding country, and in a 
very short space of time the dtied-up water-bed 
became a swirling foaming mass of roaring water. 
In addition the heavens seemed to have cracked 
asunder with dazzling flashes of lightning and 
deafening thunder,* and it looked as if the con- 
centrated rains of centuries were let loose upon the 
earth at one fell swoop. Within six hours the 
village was practically totally submerged. 
Smythe had a terrible time. The villagers 
_ stared fascinated at the waters fushing along the 
dried-up water-way. They had no sense of im- 
minent danger. When the rain came down in 
torrents, they stoically sought the poof” shelter 


° 
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of their hovels. Smythe went from one hut to 
another persuading, entreating, urging the inhabi- 
tants to retire to a rough camp which he had im- 
provised on a stall plateau about a mile away. It 
was only when the water began to flow into their 
houses that they first began to realise their 
danger. Even then they were reluctant to move 
because they had been told by an old Sadhu who 
lived in the village and whom they alk revered as 
a saint that not a single life would be lost. When 
he was pertinently asked whether they should 
depart or remain, the answer was truly oracular:— 

“Depart or remain as you wish. No life will 
be lost.” 


The waters tose gradually to the height of 
one foot, two feet, three feet. The villagers be- 
gan to get really frightened, and there was a general 
stampede to the improvised ‘camp. The Sadhu 
alone remained immovable and imperturbable. 

The waters rose to four feet, almost the height 
of the Sadhu’s hut. Some of the huts, mostly 
built of naked mud, had already tottered and fallen. 
The Sadhu’s hut might 9 go at any moment. He 
was_a frail old man, and even if he wished to do 
so, was unable to make the slightest-effort to save 
himself.” Smythe could not stand still and see 
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a human being drown before his eyes. He dashed 
into the waters? picked up the Sadhu who made 
no resistance whatsoever, and* carried him away 
like a child in his arms to the cantp where all the 
others had already congregated. ; 

In due course the waters abated. The village 
was reconstructed in the same old spot. Every- 
thing went on as it did before except with one 
vast differehce as far as Smythe was concerned. 
By one more oracular utterance of the Sadhu he 
had been elevated to thetranks of the Indian 
hierarchy:— * - 

“No life wa lost. I told you so. Smythe 
Sahib was sent by the gods.” 

Reports spread apace in India, and as is the 
universal custom gather momentum and exaggera- 
tion the farther they proceed. Before very long 
Smythe became the hero of a Herculean exploit. 
Everywhere he went,he found that an affectionately 
smile of greeting was added to,the invariable 
courtesy and politeness. The barrier to confidences 
had disappeared. : 

The time of Smythe’s first leave was gradually 
approaching, and he was looking forward, tg 
it with intense pleasure. He had done three 
trying hot weathers in the plains, and” uncon- 


, 
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sciously his thoughts often strayed to the cool 
green lawns and.shady paths of Garnacanty. The 
early morning dips"in the clearflowing river, the 
long rambles through the ‘estate in the pleasing 
fresh warmth of the summer sun, the cosy intimate 
chats with his father in the soft silent twilight, 
filled him even now as he only visualised them, 
with a watm glow of pleasant anticipation. He 
hoped to meet Justice Bannerji again; and telate 
to him his actual experiences. There were so 
many things that puzZled him in India, so many 
matters in which he wanted a “practical and 


sympathetic advice. 
“Oh well,” he said, gee up and stretch- 


ing himself before retiring for the night in his 
lonely bungalow, “I mustn’t think too much of 
those things, or else Pll find the minutes, days, 
and the days, years. After alf it is now near the 
end of February. I hope to be at Garnacanty in 
the first week of May, and then for four glorious 


months. 
Smythe did actually arrive at Garnacanty on 


the first day of “May. ~The soft April showers 
had turned the whole countryside into one verdant 
vel¥et carpet which was most refreshing to gaze 
upon after the arid, dusty, glaring plains of the 
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a 
hot weather in India. Yes, it was good to be 


home again. 
The meeting between Sine and son was 


undemonstrative in the extremes A firm silent 
hand-clasp, and that was all. The son saw with 
pleasure that his father had changed very little 
in the four years. If anything, he looked more 
virile and active than ever. The father, however, 
noticed a tlistinct change in the son. The four 
yeats had changed a good-looking unaccentuated 
youth into a bronzed detgsmined handsome man. 
They quietly sesumed their old affectionate intimacy 
as if those four years had never elapsed. 

One morning at breakfast the post was deliver- 
ed. There was a pile placed before Justice Smythe 
and not a single epistle for his son. Justice 
Smythe with a hand skilled from long experience 
glanced through the various supersctiptions. At 
last he found what he hoped to be there, a letter 
from Justice Bannerji. 

“A letter from Bannerji, Fred. 3 

“Hurrah. Ido hope he is coming along soon.” 
There are thousands of things T want to talk to 


him about.” 
“Excuse me, Fred, will you, whilst I glance 


through this. ‘There is rather a critic8l point 
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. 
we ate discussing at present. We both hold 
opposite views, and Lae agteed ‘to invite the 
opinion of a third pfrty.” 

Fred smiled? He knew‘ how keen his father 
was on the magnum opus. He watched him affec- 
tionately as he hastily turned over the pages of a 
rather lengthy epistle. 

“Ha,” he exclaimed at last, placing the open 
letter beside him, “the third party,” a learned 
judge by the way, has agreed with my point of 
view. I did think I‘ewas right, but Bannerji’s 
Opinion always deserves the most careful considera- 
tion. He is really far sounder tfian I am on the 
finer details of the Hindu Law. Sorry, Fred, but 
I was rather interested in this particular point.” 

“Did he mention by any chance when he was 
likely to pay us a visit 2” 

Justice Smythe picked up the letter again, 
and turned to the end. Bannerji for some unknown 
teason generally announced his visits in a post- 
script. 

“He is coming over early next week and wants 
to know if he may also bring his daughter.” 

« , His daughter,” queried Fred. “I didn’t 
know he had a daughter.” : 

“Neither did I. Somehow I always knew 


. 
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Bannerji as Bannerji. I never connected him with 
any relations. That frequently happened in India 
in my time. IJ had many men ‘friends, but I rarely 
knew their wives and daughters* J, expect it is 
all quite different now.” 


“There certainly has been a great change. 
Among the educated classes purdah is practically 
non-existent. At the same time the intercourse 
between Europeans and the female members of - 
an Indian household is, except in very tare 
cases, conspicuous by its wbsence. Of course in 
the cities and* in the hill stations things aré quite 
different. Perhaps that may be due to the large 
number of hotels and flats where Indians can 
easily entertain their guests in European fashion. 
I must say they are extraordinarily hospitable.” 

“Indeed they are, and Bannerji himself is one 
of the most hospitable of a hospitable people.” 

“T wonder how old is his daughter ?” 

“Let me see now. I think I-can give you 
some idea but not a very definite one. As far as 
I remember Bannerji’s wife died about eighteen i 
ot twenty years ago. *As a matter of fact I 
think she died after giving birth to her firs 
child. This girl is in all probability thag child, 
and if that is the case she must be somewhere 
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about twenty -years of age.” 

“Her arrivalewill upset the ustfal arrangements 
of the happy trio.’” 

“Naturally.© We shall ‘oth have to do our 
best to make her stay here as entertaining and 
amusing as possible.” 

“I hope she won’t find it too dull. I am 
afraid I am not much of a hand at entertaining 
young ladies.” ° 

“By the way, Fred, have you ever thought of 
getting married?” 

“he idea has never entered myshead so far.” 

“In a way I am not at all Surprised at that. 
As a family we were never very much addicted 
to marrying. My brother never married, and at 
one time in my life I looked upon myself as a 


confirmed bachelor.” 
Fred was now all attentién. His father had 


never before spoken to him about his married 
life. 
“I went down with a very bad go of enteric. 
* My chance of recovering was looked upon as 
pretty neatly hopeless. ,It was only the most 
careful nursing that brought me round after a 
grim struggle with death. I married the nursing 
sister Who saved my life.” 
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“Had you known her before ?” 

“No. <A few yeats after yo were born she 
also went down with a bad go of enteric which 
unfortunately in her case proved fatak, You were 
scarcely five years of age at the time. I suppose 
you have not the faintest recolleetion of her.” 

“Do you know I think I have, but naturally 
it is somewhat hazy. Was she tall ?” 

“Yes, fairly tall for 2 woman.” 

“Used she to ride ?” 

“Yes, we rode a good*deal together.” 

“Did shé ride astride ?” : 

“Yes, and she always wore Jodputs. They 
suited her very well.” 

“What often puzzled me at the time was to find 
two men coming back from a ride in the evening. 
One of the men used to pat my head and slap meon 
the shoulder in a friendly manner. The other used 
to swing me up in his arms and kiss me. Occa- 
sionally to my great delight he would put me on 
his horse and give me a short ride. Later on in _ 
the evening the same man, as I.thought, used: to 
come along and kiss me*good-night, but then he 
used to be dressed in woman’s clothes. I gave 
it up as one of the things I could not undesstand.” 

“Ts there anything else you can remember ?” 
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“Yes, there is one particular scene which I 
¢an visualise evén now.” } 

“What is that ?” 

“I remember being brought into a room 
where there was a lady ill in bed. Everyone and 
everything, it seemed to me, was very solemn and 
serious. The lady took me in her arms and kissed 
me. I think she was crying.” . 

“That was your mother, Fred. She died 
holding you in her arms.” 


r 
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CHAPTER TWO 


The morning that Justice Smythe and his 
son drove into the station to meet their expected 
guests was the morning of what they call in Ireland 
‘a pet day’? Though only the middle of May, 
it was more like a day in midsummer. The warmth 
of the sun, however, was tafmpered by a fresh cool 
breeze. The hedges of the country lanes through 
which they passéd were one mass of the white 
feathery may-flower, whilst the banks underneath 
wete splashed all over with innumerable golden 
citclets of smiling primroses. The yellowing 
wheat, and the grey-green oats stood well up above 
the verdant green of the thickly-grassed meadows, 
and the dun cows and the white sheep added a 
note of peaceful animation to their beautiful 
surroundings. : 

On arriving at the village station they were 
met by “Jim, the Stationrnaster.” By this soubri- 
quet he was known to everyone but likewise- 
everyone, and*also his business, was knqwn to 
Jim. He was a big powerful man with a cheerful 
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tuddy countenance. It was a common report that 
in his hey-day herlifted a full half ‘barrel of porter 
with one hand, but’now he was quite content to 
do his fair share of work in emptying the contents. 

“Good-morning, your honour. Good-morn- 
ing, Mr. Fred. Js it the way ye’re going somewhere 
or may be ye’ll be after expecting someone ?” 

Justice Smythe and his son smiled. They 
knew Jim of old. Both ‘had the same thought:— 

“What a delightful and insinuating cross- 
examiner Jim would kave made in any coutt of 
law. He would, in his ingratiating manner, 
succeed in ferreting out information from the most 
cantankerous and surly hostile witness.” 

“We are expecting some guests to arrive by 
this train, Jim,” said Justice Smythe. 

“Faith, ye won’t have long to wait. She’s 
running up to time for a wonder, the ould divil 
is nearly always late, bad scran to her.” 

“What a delightful fookning for May, Jim,” 
remarked Fred. 

“Sure it is that same, glory be to God. And 
may be it’s the Nabob that’s coming.” 
~ ° Fred left his father to deal with the situation 
whilst~he listened with amusement. 

“Tt is, Jim. We are expecting Mr. Bannerji 
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and his daughter. Why do you call him the 
Nabob?” ; 

“Tt’s aisy to say for wan thing, and he spends 
his money like wan. I suppose his daughter will 
be by way of being a kind of princess.” 

“She is just plain Miss Bannesji, Jim.” 

“Well all I can say is that if she is the daughter 
of her father she’ll be sias here before very 
long.” . 

A long low whistle sounded in the distance 
and soon the incoming tsfin was seen leisurely 
negotiating a* pronounced curve in the railway 
line, 

“Tare an’ ages,” exclaimed Jim, “and 
hundreds of them blackguards bawling for their 
tickets.” 

He sauntered slowly along to the ticket office 
close by. There was one solitary figure smoking 
a pipe, with his back turned to the little group 
for the sake of politeness, but unostentatiously 
straining every nerve to catch as much of the con- 
versation as he possibly could. 

Bannerji descended fom the carriage whose 
steps were high above the lowly village platform,. 
and turned round in order to help his gaugh- 
ter to alight. A tall slim girl, dressed in a 
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blue and silver sari, stepped gracefully on to 
the platform. Bannerji greeted his two friends 
warmly. . 

“This ds ‘my daughtér Sheila,” he simply 
said. 

Both father and son were struck by the 
beauty of the girl, but even more so by her easy 
natural charming manner. As soon as the preli- 
minary greetings were over she turnéd to Justice 
Smythe:— 

Do you know I‘don’t feel a bit a stranger : 
Tt seems like meeting old friends. “My father was 
always talking about you both. Besides I have 
seen you every morning for years. 

Justice Smythe looked at her in surprise anc 
Sheila laughed a merry ringing laugh. 

“My father always brings about your phot 
with him and always puts it in a prominent place 
It doesn’t flatter you very much.” 

Justice Smythe laughed as he replied:— 

Iam very glad to hear you say so. I hop 
you mean it. ; 

“Of course I do. “I akways mean what I say 

- apd say what I mean. That is one of the charac 
teristics which I have tried to cultivate not onl 
from an ethical but also from a practical poin 
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of view. I think honesty is the best policy in 
speech as well as in action.” * 

She genuincly surprised Jistice Smythe with 
het perfect speech and intonation, and also with 
the serious outlook on life which he did not expect 
to find in so young a girl. : 

Further conversation was cut short by a 
loud explosion meant to be a gentle admonitory 
cough intimating the presence of the Station- 
master. 

“Luggage all right, Fim,” asked Banneriji, 
shaking hands* with him. 

“As right as* rain, sor. It’s meself that’s 
glad to see you back again and looking so well.” 

“You are looking very well yourself.” 

“Sure an honest day’s work never did anyone 
no harm, only it’s aisier and pleasanter to work 
for some than for others.” 

Bannerji acknowledged the compliment in his 
usual generous manner, and turned to his daughter:— 

“Do you know the meaning of ‘plamass,” 
Sheila 2” . 7 

“TI am afraid I don’t? but I am never averse 
to learning something new.” -? 

“‘Plamass* is an Irish term which vety suc- 
cinctly describes a combination of courtesy and 


. 
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diplomacy. Jim is a past master,in the art.” 

“If you mean to say that we weten’t all look- 
ing forward with pleasute to your coming along 
with the charming princess, faith, you’re wrong 
entirely.” 

“T think,”< said Sheila laughing, “I now pet- 
fectly understand the meaning of ‘plamass.’” 

Fred drove the car with Sheila beside him. 
The two old friends sat behind. Sheila feasted 
her eyes in the surrounding country, and inhaled 
long deep breaths ofhe sweet fragrant air. 

“What a perfectly heavenly place,” she ex- 
claimed at last, “especially after‘London. I should 
be well content to live, and even die here.” 

“What about your own wonderful country P” 

“Do you think it wonderful ?” 

“TI certainly do.” 

“Do you like India ?” 

“JT went out predetermined to like it, as I 
had heard such wonderful accounts both from 
your father and from my father. In the begin- 
ning I must admit that I was sorely disappointed, 
My work as Joint Magistrate kept me busy through- 
ont the whole day, and sometimes part of the 
night. I saw nothing of the realIndia, the India 
I wanted to see. I might just as well have been 
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in the Secretariat in London.” 

“How long have 7p been iti India ?” 

“Almost four years.’ 

“You are now a Collector Sahib, Tsuppose ?” 

“Not fully fledged. en for the time 
being in a small district.” 

“Tn any case you have now a chance of coming 
in contact with the people. How do you find 
them >” 

“Very likeable when you really get to know 
them, but that takes a good deal of time and 
trouble. I vety much doubt if I should have 
got to know them so soon were it not for a 
little incident that happened during the monsoon 
last. year.” 

“Do tell me about it, please. I should very 
much like to know the details of what happened.” 

“The monsoon was patticularly bad. Rivers 
and canals were flooded. One village in my 
district was in the danger zone. I warned them 
repeatedly to leave the place, but following the 
instructions of an old Sadhu, they refused to 
budge an inch. The watérs did come suddenly 
and unexpectedly and they all left en masse except * 
the old Sadhu.” He sat there in his hut whilst . 
the waters slowly mounted higher and higher. 
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At last I went in and carried him away to a safe 
place. It was ¢ very petty incident really but it 
made a wonderful difference as far as I was 
concerned.* * 

“In what way ?” 

“Before this the people were always polite but 
distinctly aloof. Unconsciously I was made to feel 
that I was a being apart who could have no share 
in their real life. After" the flood incident things 
seemed to have changed instantaneously and 
almost miraculously. “Not only did they receive 
me as one of themselves but, they insisted on 
treating me as a kind of oracle or High Priest. 
All barriers to confidences had been completely 
washed away. They spoke to me freely and 
naturally. They came of their own accord to 
consult me about even the most insignificant 
details, and my advice was invariably followed.” 

“I am very glad indeed that India has accep- 
ted you. ‘There are some Eutopeans whom it does 
not, and will not accept.” 

“Why are you glad ?” 

“Natural, isn’t it?” I like my country to be 

* understood and loved by as many people as pos: 
sible.® : 

By this time they had arrived at the castle 
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Sheila was enraptured with the stately building, the 
trim lawns, and the magnificent prospect. 

“T wonder you ever left “this paradise,” she 
said. : > A 

“Tt is only recently that the place was left to 
my father. It belonged to his elder brother who 
had no immediate heir.” 

“The whole place and setting is lovely, pet- 
fectly lovely.” > 

Bannetji was lodged in his same suite and 
Sheila had a room beside bim. The former happy 
trio now settled down into a happy quartette. 
The very first evéning Bannerji insisted on taking 
Sheila round for a visit to his old cronies amongst 
the tenants. She was received everywhere with 
open arms and the ritual was always the same:— 

“Won’t you come in and sit down, Princess. 
The kettle is on the hob, and I won’t be bikes 
minnit making a nice fresh cup of tay for you.” 

In one home an interesting little incident 
occurred. The man of the house was away, and 
the only occupants were a buxom young 
wife with her fair curly theaded ‘little son. The 
usual titual was gone through. Sheila, who was 
dressed ina sari, refused the tea but went, in to 
sit down for few a minutes. The little son after 
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a while began to whisper to his mother. 

“Glory be to God,” exclaimed the mother, 
“did you hear whit he’s after saying, Princess. 
He asked rte if you were the Blessed Virgin. 
And sure, God bless and save us all, you are like 
the pictures in the chapel.” 

Their last visit was to Jim the Stationmastes 
who lived in a neat little cottage with an acte of 
ground attached. Jim’s ‘wife would take no re- 
fusal, especially as the ‘tay’ was already on the 
table. ‘e 

“Did you know, Sheila,” said her father, 
“that Jim was a most notoriotis character. He 
was ‘on the run’ as they say for months and months, 
and is reputed to have shot hundreds of police- 
men.” 

“Arrah don’t mind your father, princess, 
you’d think he was Irish the way he has of joking 
sometimes.” 

“Ts that true, Mrs. Jim,” asked Sheila. 

“There’s no doubt he was wan of the boys 
during the troubles, and if he did shoot a few of 
them ‘Black and Tans,’*sure ‘twas only to save 
hiseown skin and the skin of others.” 

“You are having a bit of trouble in your own 
country, Princess?” interposed Jim. 
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Jim knew fis wife and what she was capable 
of saying when she got started oa the “Black and 
Tans’. He was aftaid that slie might say some- 
thing that would offend the deligatesears of the 
Princess, and so he determined to head her off that 
subject at all costs. : 

“°-T is a great pity,” he continued, “that 
your country isn’t bit a nearer, and we'd all only 
be too glad’to give you a bit of a helping hand. a 

“Tt is very nice indeed to have your sympathy 
and good wishes,” replied Sheila. 

“Sure iftwishes would count for anything, 
you'd be free like"ourselves in the morning.” 

When they got back to the Castle they found 
Fred sitting alone on the lawn. Justice Smythe 
had gone to his study to peruse some notes 
which he received that morning from Bannerji. The 
latter very soon joined him and Sheila and Fred 
were left alone together. 

“How did you get on,” enquired Fred. 

Sheila related her experiences. 

“I am glad you were more fortunate than I 
was in India. You evidently have been accepted 
instantaneously.” . 

“That is probably on account of my father.” 

“Your father may probably have made things 
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easier, but the fact that you were, invited every- 
where to have a cup of ‘tay’ means that they look 
upon you as one of themselves and that you have 
been received irtto the fold: The Irish peasant is 
always polite and pleasant to a stranger, but he can 
be as distinctly and definitely aloof as the Indian 
villager. Your undoubted welcome was due to 
your own personality and sympathy. You evi- 
dently liked them.” & 

“Liked them. I loved them. I have loved 
everything from the moment I set foot in the 
station this morning.” » 

“They sensed that feeling ‘instinctively and 
they met you more than halfway. They don’t 
do things by halves. They give you their lasting 
love or their bitter hatred.” 

Sheila lay back in her chair and closed het 
eyes for a moment. In the broad day-light she 
looked striking and beautiful. Here in the twilight 
of a summer evening she looked ethereal and 
lovely. No wonder, thought Fred, that she 
reminded the fair curly-haireél little boy of the 
celestial Madonna. Stddenly she opened her 
eyes and asked him a most unexpected question. 

“What do you do by way of keeping fit 
here P” 
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The question so startled him that he took 
some time before he replied: 

“Tn the winter of, course ‘there is the hunting 
and the shooting and the fishing. *I am afraid 
there is not very much doing now.” 

“What do you do?” 

“A little bit of sculling in the river in the 
morning, and then a swim. In the evening I help 
to take out some of the horses who are eating 
their heads off for want of exercise. By-the-way 
there is a perfectly good ténnis court. My father 
and I have a‘knock-up occasionally in the evening. 
Perhaps you play tennis ?”” 

“Yes, I do play tennis and, without being 
conceited, I may say that I play rather well. I 
can swim and ride, also rather well. I don’t 
know anything about sctlling. Perhaps you 
would be good enough to teach me.” 

“Of course, with pleasure.” 

“You ate not shocked, are you?” 

“Not in the least, but to be honest, you have 
given me a bit of a surprise.” 

“You cettainly looked as if I had. I suppose 
from yout experience of India my alleged pro- 
ficiency in ottdoor games has outraged all your 
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Fred was certainly not outraged in his ideas, 
but he had received rather an unexpected shock. He 
prided himself as a judge of character and charac- 
teristics on first” impressions, and he made it a 
hobby of checking his impressions with actual 
known facts. His first impression of Sheila was 
entirely wrong. He had placed her as a refined, 
cultured, orthodox Indian girl. Refined and cultured 
she certainly was but his idea about her’ orthodoxy 
had to’ be changed immediately and radically. He 
very quickly adjusted hitnself to this new state of 
affairs. ° 

“There is no question of outrage of ideas,” 
he replied. “I have no fixed or preconceived 
ideas. The world is always changing, and the 
pace has incredibly increased within recent years. 
A tigid conservatism is just ag pernicious as an 
optimistic belief in a millennium. If you had 
stepped out of the train this morning in a European 
travelling custume I should not have been in 
the least surprised, but——” 

“I know,” interrupted Sheila. “The purdah, 
the sari, and a rigid consérvatism are all part and 
pareel of the sameidea. In order not to give you 
any moge startling surprises I think’ I had better 
tell you the story of my life. Would you like 
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to hear it ?” 

“‘Very much indeed.” : 

“I think it only fair to? tell you because I 
already pretty well know the stéry of your life. 
My father loves you as if you were his own son, 
and he has very often spoken to me about you. 
I was very anxious to meet you.” 

Fred was human. He couldn’t refrain from 


asking:— * > 
“Has the result been disappointing ?” 
“Yes, very.” & 


“Serves me right,” thought Fred, “for being 
such a conceited ass.” 

“IT am sorry,” he replied. “I always think 
that a previous reputation has a double disadvan- 
tage. If the reputation is good it is very hard 
to live up to it, and if the reputation is bad it is, 
just as hard to live it down.” 

“You need not grumble anyway. You have 
gone one better than your previous reputation.” 

“T thought you said you were disappointed.” 

“Yes, but aera disappointed.” 

“Oh. 2? 

“T expected to find you very serious and more 
or less weighed down with a sense of responsibi- 


lity.” 
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“Priggish in fact, or words to that effect.” 

“No, not that exactly, though I expect we all 
ate conceited in ont way or another. It is rather . 
difficult to expfain.” ‘ 

“Please do not try to explain. I am quite 
satisfied with the verdict. The story of your 
life will be much more interesting.” 

“There has been nothing wildly exciting in 
my life so far, though it has been out of the common 
for an Indian girl. My mother died shortly after 
I was born. J had no brothers or sisters, nor as 
far as I can remember had I ever very much to 
do with children of my own’ age. My father 
engaged a European nurse for me, and later on, 
when I was old enough to commence my studies, 
a European governess. Not one of those thin 
anti-diluvian bespectacled governesses but a 
modern of the moderns. She was young and 
pretty, and guaranteed as qualified to educate 
me on the most up-to-date lines. Do you know 
I think I was extraordinarily fortunate in my 
governess.” 

“Who was she?” + 
« « “Her name was Mabel Davenant. Her 
patentg were gentle folk but poor. As she was 
the youngest of a large family they gave her all 
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that they could, which was simply their own 
culture and refinement, and also, by dint of scrap- 
ing and sacrifice, a sound practical educational 
training. Those things she did het best to impart 
to me in her own peculiar way which was more 
by example than by precept. Ske taught me to 
to swim, to tide, and to play tennis. We were 
the best part of the day in the open air, and when 
I was pleasantly tired shé used to talk and read to 
me. There was no set curriculum, no rigid 
daily time-table. Her main object was to culti- 
vate my intelligence through interest and observa- 
tion, to build up my physique, and to mould my 
character.” 

“You were extraordinarily fortunate indeed.” 

“My father had complete confidence in her, 
and left me entirely,in her charge. At the same 
time he also took an active part in my education 
in his own way. Never a day passed that he did 
not come along and join us. Sometimes it was 
in the morning, sometimes in the evening, and 
occasionally at odd times. There was never any 
formal questions as to how I was progressing 
in my studies. He simply sat down and chattad. 
It was only many years later that I began to 
tealise the adroitness of those clever little talks. 
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The talks were about all kinds of things, but 
I was invariably drawn into the conversation. 
They must have designedly talked down to the 
level of my ifitelligence, and my opinions were 
always sought. If I was right they calmly agreed 
with me, if I was palpably in the wrong they 
patiently pointed out the causes of my erroneous 
conclusions. I do not know which I enjoyed 
the more, the open-aif outings, the informal 
lessons, or the enjoyable little conversations. 
I was perfectly happy and content, and could see 
no reason why things should not ‘continue like 
this for ever. Things did cOntinue like this 
until I was about twelve years of age, and then 
the first great change in my life occurred.” 

Sheila paused, evidently visualising again 
that sudden and shattering change in her little 
world which she had believed to be permanent. 

“What was the cause of this great change ?” 

“Mabel fell in love and got married.” 

“Bad luck. Your perfect little world was 
destroyed.” 

“Yes, absolutely 4nd completely, but for- 
“tunately not too abruptly. We were stationed 
at Nucklow at the time when I noticed one par- 
ticular man. My father kept open house, and we 
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always had numerous visitors. Some came for 
tea and tennis, and many others came for dinner 
and bridge. This particular man’s visits, however, 
became more and more frequent until cne evening 
he was brought in by my father to join in the 
informal causerie. He was the-only stranger 
who had ever been accorded such a privi- 
lege.” ; 

“Then I suppose you began to suspect some- 
thing.” 

“Not at first, but I did when his visits became 
almost daily. “At first I resented his visits to our 
little conferences, but after a short time I got to 
like him very much. He was a small man and not 
a bit good-looking, but he had a very pleasant . 
voice and the most charming manners. He 
was always gentle and kind to me, and he told 
me the most delightful stories. His travels must 
have been world-wide because he related to me 
the strange manners and customs of the countries 
he had visited, and also the various experiences 
he had encountered. He was always amusing 
and entertaining, and his humorous anecdotes 
always sent the three of us into roars of laughtes. 
I was surprised when I heard that he was a soldier. 
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tant relation of Mabel’s mother. 

“Early one,morning Mabel came to my room. 
She was flushed arid excited. Her eyes sparkled. 
I thought 2 had never seen her looking so pretty. 
She told me that she was going to marry Major 
Cathcart. They were both really and truly in 
love with each other. She added that she was 
very lucky indeed, more lucky than she deserved, 
He had plenty of money. He was going to retire 
from the Army and settle down at home. The 
only sorrow or regret she experienced was the 
fact that she would have to leave’me whom she 
loved ever so dearly, and also ‘my father who had 
always treated her like his own daughter. 

“T was tertibly upset at the thought of being 
sepatated from her for ever and always. I was 
very fond of my father, of course, but Mabel had 
been both a mother and a grown-up sister to me. 
I couldn’t bear the thought of separation and I 
burst into a paroxysm of tears. She took me in 
her arms and tried to comfort and console me. 
She was crying too. In my loneliness and des- 
pait I entreated her to take me away.” 

- » Voices sounded close behind them. They 
turngd round. Justice Smythe and Bannetji, deep 
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them. 
“To be continued in our next,” said Sheila 
ed : 
smiling. 


CHAPTER THREE 


Tt was not till the following evening that 
Sheila was to continue the interrupted story of 
her life. She had arranged with Fred to meet 
him at the boat-house “at seven o’¢lock in the 
morning. When she atrived Fred was already 
waiting for her. 

“Good-morning, Collector Sahib.” 

“Good-morning, Princess.” 

They both laughed. 

“I think we had better start all over again,” 
rematked Fred. 

“Good-morning, Sheila.” 

“Good-morning, Fred. m, 

“That is ever so much better. I see that 
punctuality is one of your virtues.” 

“Yes, it was one of the very fitst things ever 
drilled into me. Indians are not particularly noted 
for their punctuality.” 

s “Neither are the Irish. There is an old say- 
ing which is typical. ‘One thing we have lashing 
and lavings of in Ireland is time and water.’ ” 
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“But surely, time and water are two distinct 
things.” . 

“As Jim the stationmaster would ‘say, ‘who’d 
bother their heads about a trifling little thing 
like that when you can’t stop either of them.” 

They went into the boat-house and stripped 
off their wrappers. Sheila had her long hair 
catefully covered with a water-proof bathing-cap. 
She stood there tall, slim, ‘and straight like a young 
sapling. Fred looked at her and was struck 
by the peculiar whiteness of her skin. It was just 
like ivory. 

“J am afraid that sculling will be a bit too 
strenuous for you. Why not(start off with the 
canoe? I think you will find that will give you 
quite sufficient exercise, maigue4 at this early 
hour of the mdrning,” 

“Td simply love to try the ¢ canoe. Is it very 
difficult to manage ?” 

“Tt is purely a question of balance. More- 
over it is light and easily propelled, but it is also 
very easily capsized. Til just show you.” 

He got into the cande and with the help of 
the paddle shoved it lightly out into the rivcr. 
Keeping close to the bank he gave a skilful 
demonstration as to how a canoe should be pro- 
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perly handied. He twisted and turned, backed 
and propelled until at last Sheila could contain 
hetself no longer and exclaimed:— 

“Oh, please, that is enough. Do come 
in again. I am dying to have a shot at it.” 

With a few vigorous strokes of the paddle 
the canoe shot gracefully forward and glided in 
noiselessly to the landing-stage. 

Fred helped her into the canoe very carefully. 

“Just hold on a minute, will you? Tl get 
into the sculling boat and keep near “you until you 
find your feet.” 

Sheila rocked with laughter and the canoe 
would certainly have capsized had she not ene 
hold of the landing-stage. 

“What the dickens are you laughing at >?” 

“The absurdity of finding my feet in a wobbly 
catioe. ‘That’s Irish, I suppose, but I'll soon pick 
up the language. I am rather quick on the up- 
take.” 

She certainly was. In less than ten minutes 
she had found ,her balance, and was able to 
maneuvre the canoe with a certain amount of 
proficiency, 

“Wou go along and have your strenuous 
exercise. Pll play about here until you come 
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back.” —: 

Fred turned the head of his»boat up-stream 
and rowed away with easy swinging strokes. 

“Do be careful,” he shouted back. 

“Pll soon be able to race you, with a start.” 

The unusual exercise soon made her tired. 
She sat quietly in the canoe with the paddle actoss 
her knees. Allowing herself to drift gently with 
the current she fell into a pleasant reverie. 
After what seemed an incredibly short space of 
time she heard the creaking of the row-locks, 
and the thythinic swish of the water. Fred was 
returning. > 

“You didn’t go very far, did you? 

“About a mile up-stream. I find that is good 
enough to statt the day with. Now, what about 
aswim? Do you think the water will be too cold 
for you ?” wee 

“Yt don’t think so. A plunge and a swim 
will be the very thing after being cramped up in 
the canoe, though it was perfectly glorious.” 

There was a diving-board fitted up close 
beside the boat-house. it hung well out over 
the bank and afforded an opportunity of divirg 
down into fathoms of water almost as cleat as 
crystal. Sheila ran lightly along the board, jumped 
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right up into the air, executed a beautiful curve, 
and entered the water, hands foremost, almost with- 
out a splash. She’ seemed just to skim below the 
surface and*was up again in the fraction of a second. 

“Come along,” she cried. “I'll race you this 
time even witHout a start.” 

Fred plunged in immediately and was beside 
her in a moment. 

During a brisk walk back to the Castle they 
discussed the programme for the day. 

“What would you like to do?” enquired 
Fred. . 

“Just at present I am one of the world’s 
workers. I am helping my father to prepare his 
manuscript for the press. I do all his typing for 
him.” 

“You won’t be at that all day, will you?” 

“All the morning anyway until lunch-time.” 

“And the usual siesta after luncheon, I sup- 
poser” 

“Yes, and then by tea-time I am ready to start 
fresh the second,portion of the day. That won’t 
upset your arrangements in any way, I hope.” 

* “By no means. This is Liberty Hall and you 
can do absolutely as you please. What about 
coming for a ride in the evening >?” 
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“I should like to very much indeed. By- 
the-way what ate you going to do with yourself 
all the morning?” 

“T too am one of the world’s workers just 
at ptesent.” 

“Even though you ate supposed to be enjoying 
a well-earned holiday.” 

“T am enjoying my holiday all right, and per- 
haps all the more for getting a certain amount 
of work done.” 

“What are you working at? Or is that a 
state sectet not to be divulged to a single in the 
whole world?” 

“There is not the slightest bit of secrecy 
about the affair. Wl give you three guesses.” 

“You must give me some pointers.” 

“Ask any questions you like.” 

“Is the work connected with England or 
India ?” 

“Probably both, possibly neither.” : 

“That’s not very illuminating and doesn’t 
get me very far. Has it anything to do with your 
present employment ?” 

“Indirectly perhaps.” 2 

“I am progressing somewhat even though 
slowly. Is it mental, social. or physical ?” 
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“Mental.” 

“At last I kave got on to something. Now 
PH start my guesses. Pelmanism ?” 

“Wrong.” 

“That’s one guess gone west anyway.” 

Then Sheila thought she had a brain-wave. 
Pethaps just as she was helping her father, he also 
might be helping his father with the magnum opus. 

“Law ?” she hazarded. , 

“Wrong again.” 

“Tve got it,” she cried at last. “It is a lan- 
guage.” ‘ 

“Yes, you got it all right fhat time. I have 
taken up the study of the Russian language.” 

“Why the Russian language particularly?” 

“Do you remember a few years ago we pur- 
chased a little strip of territgry in the North of 
India >” . 

“Gilgit, wasn’t it ?” 

“That’s right. On the borders of Gilgit 
Russian and British sentries are now facing each 
other. Under those circumstances I thought 
that a knowledge of thé Russian language might 
prove useful some day.” 

fs the weather was still fine tea was laid on 
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spurred for the ride. Soon after he was joined 
by his father and Bannerji. . 

“T believe you initiated Sheila into the mys- 
teries of canoeing this morning, Fred,” remarked 
Bannerji. 

“Yes, and do you know she got on remark- 
ably well. She found her balance almost immedi- 
ately, and the question of paddling is only a matter 
of patience and practice.”” 

“Tam not a bit surprised, Sheila is very quick 
and adaptable. I am afraid I can’t take any credit 
for that, as I have always been worse than useless 
at any form of outdoor sport.” 

“You have made up for that in many other 
ways,” interposed Justice Smythe. “You were 
a fluent speaker, a brilliant writer and President 
of the Union in yout, Oxford days. In addition 
you managed to get your, ‘blue for Chess.’” 

“Only ‘half-blue,’” smiled Bannerji. ‘“‘Sheila’s 
adaptability is solely due to her governess, Miss 
Davenant. She was a wonderful girl in every 
way. At first Sheila and herself were like mother 
and daughter, and eventually they were like two 
devoted sisters. I was very sorry to lose hey, 
but I was very glad that she found the happiness 
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named Major Cathcart.” 

“Cathcart,”’» repeated Justice Smythe. ‘That 
name sounds familiar. Now let me see can I place 
him?” ° 

“T should think that in all probability you 
must have met’ him. He was always, like your- 
self, stationed in the United Provinces.” 

“Ah, I think I’ve got him. On the small 
size, wasn’t he, and ratlier extensively travelled ?” 

“Yes, he was always away on some trek or 
other in or outside India.” 

“That’s right. Imet him at Haragpur where 
I happened to be District and” Sessions Judge at 
the time. He sat beside me one night at dinner 
at the Commissioner’s house. I found him most 
interesting and entertaining.: He had just finished 
a trek through Tibet to China and back again 
to India by way of Mongolia, Russia and Afghanis- 
tan. A most charming fellow.” 

“Sheila tells me that he still disappears in the 
blue for months at a time. By-the-way here she 
comes at last.” _ 

Sheila came skippin'g across the lawn, looking 
neat and smart in her well-cut riding kit. 

“Sorry I’m late. Serves me right ina way 
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ing about my punctuality. I am not going to 
make things worse, however, by offering excuses.” 

“Tt is not you whe are late.” replied Justice 
"Smythe with a courtly bow, “but it is we who 
are early.” 

“What is this the word you mentioned this 
morning, Dad? A kind of mixture of courtesy” 
and diplomacy.” 

“Plamass.”’ 

“I must cultivate that art. It sounds very 
good to the taste.” 

Fred laughed heartily. 

“Now, what the dickens are you laughing 
at ?” asked Sheila. 

“You are picking up the language very fast”. 

“Why ? What have I said ?” 

“The combination of sound and taste is a 
delightful effort.” 

As Sheila was pouring out tea, Bannerji dilated 
on the peculiar turns and phrases given to the 
same language in different countries. 

“It would make an extraordinary interesting 
study,” said he,- “to see “how far characteristics 
are portrayed in the turn of a phrase. Just now 
when Sheila la apolo gised for r being late, the reply was 
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accepted the statement but would have qualified 
his abruptness by adding that it didn’t really matter 
very much, An American would have pulled his 
watch and replied:— 

«Seven and a half minutes, to be exact. We’ve 
got to make it up somehow.’” 

“I see your point,” replied Justice Smythe. 
“The American makes time his god, the English- 
man treats time in a hard, practical, matter-of- 
fact manner, and the Irishman takes no account 
of it whatsoever.” 

“Perhaps the Irishman,” rémarked Fred, 
“is inherently a bit of a philoSopher. He thinks 
that life is long enough, and doesn’t bother his 
head about the loss of a trifling few minutes here 
and there.” 

“Fle may be like the, Indian,” suggested 
Sheila, “who thinks that a few minutes in a short 
life is of infinitesimal importance when compared 
with eternity.” 

Soon after, the horses were brought round 
and Sheila and Fred started out on their ride. 

“What would you like to do, Sheila? A gentle 
hack along the roads or a bit of a gallop ?” 

EA gallop, by all means, but where r 
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Shall we make for that?” 

“Let's.” - 

They jogged along to the race-course and 
Fred proceeded to point out the track. It was a 
two-mile circular course with practically a straight 
stretch for the last six furlongs. ° 

‘What a beautiful place for a gallop,” exclaim- 
ed Sheila. 

“Yes, it is, and the’ track is in good om 
as they are having their annual meeting here in 
about a fortnight’s time. Shall we go to the start- 
ing-point, which by the way is also the winning 
post, and do the regular round ?” 

“Why not make a regular race of it? It will 
be glorious fun.” 

“Yes, and we'll be on practically equal terms. 
My mount is the stronger and has the speed of 
youts, but I should think I’ll be giving away four 
stone or thereabouts. That ought to even things 
up fairly well.” 

“Come along then, and we'll start.” 

Walking their horses to the. starting-point, 
they wheeled round and got away together, 

In the meantime the labourers who wese 
working on | the coutse sensed that there was 
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“By the holy smoke,” said one of them, “if 
it isn’t a race between Mr. Fred and the Princess. 
Come on, ye divils.” 

They 4ll ceased work on the spot and made 
straight for the winning post. One of them turned 
himself into ari improvised Bookie and began to 
lay the odds:— 

“Evens on the field,” he shouted. “A fair 
field and no favour, and no money, no bets.” 

“A bob on the Princess.” 

“A bob on Mr, Fred.” 

“A bob on Mr. Fred.” 

“A bob on the Princess.” * 

The betting was brisk, but even then, by the 
time they had finished, the horses were already in 
the straight for home. Sheila was leading by a 
couple of lengths. 

“Begob, the Princess have him bate,” said one 
of her supporters. 

“Yerra, hould your whist for wan two minutes 
and you'll see whether Mr. Fred is after being bate 
of not,” was the reply. 

Up the straight came the two riders, heads 
well down on theit mounts. Fred began to over- 
haul slowly, and at last about a furlong from home 
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came in a ding-dong race. Fred drew slightly 
ahead. Sheila again drew level. The little crowd 
of spectators went wild with excitement as the 
two horses flashed past the winning post. 

“Dead hate,” shouted the Bookie who had 
constituted himself as Judge. 

“Dead hate, your grandmother,” cried one 
of the supporters of Sheila. “The Princess was 
leading by a street.” 

“Your eyes must be in the back of your 
pole,” retorted one who had backed Fred. “He 
was looking back smiling at her a hundred yards 
from home.” 

“J declare it a dead hate,” repeated the Bookie, 
“you’ve all lost your money as nayther of ‘em 
won.” 

Both sides turned against the Bookie. The 
noise and the shouting were so loud and continu- 
ous that Sheila and Fred came back to see what 
was the matter. 

“Which of ye won, Mr. Fred,” asked the 
Bookie. 

“A dead heat I think. What do you think, 
Sheila ?” ‘ 
“A dead heat, most certainly.” * 

“Now, who’s tight, ye omadhauns,”’ said the 
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Bookie turning to the little crowd, “I suppose 
you'll be saying next that I’m not entitled to your 
paltry few. bob.” it 

“What's that ?? enquired Fred. 

“I told them that the race was a dead hate 
and since nayther of them won they lost their 
money.” 

The Bookie looked straight at Fred, and de- 
liberately closed one ee. 

Before Fred had time to reply, Sheila inter- 
posed:— 

“That doesn’t seem to be fait. Suppose he 
gives back their money. Thefi I'll pay those who 
backed me, and you can pay all those who backed 
you. How would that do >” 

“I think everyone would be completely sa- 
tisfied,” replied Fred smiling. 

“Except me,” said the Bookie forlornly. 

“Here,” said Fred, handing him over two 
shillings, “since you backed neither you win on 
both because you didn’t lose. Satisfied now ?” 

“Right you are, Mr. Fred. We'll have it at 
that.” ‘ . 

- As they were sitting on the lawn sipping cool 
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“My entreaties to be allowed to go away 
with Mabel were successful. I “was suddenly 
transported from East tor West.” : 

is you are this evening with regard to your 
costume.” . 

“You could hardly expect me to ride in a 
sari. At the same time I have always adhered to 
Indian dress, except in the case where it would 
be either impossible or absurd, as for example in 
tennis or riding.” 

“I think you are quite right.” 

“Oh, but you needn’t for a moment think 
that I came to this decision all by myself. On 
the contrary at one time I desperately wanted to 
adopt everything Western.” 

“Why ?” 

"TI adored Mabele I thought she was every- 
thing that was good and perfect. I wanted to 
imitate her in all respects. I wanted to cut 
my hair short like hers. I wanted to wear clothes 
and shoes like her. In fact I wanted to imitate 
her in every way I possibly could, Mabel, how- 
ever, was determined and” put down her foot. 
I think it was the only real difference of opinion” 
we ever had. Usually I implicitly obeyed *her 
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“What reasons did she give you for adopting 
this line of policy? Most governesses would 
have readily acceded te your wishes, and your 
father I am sure, would not have had any 
objection.” : 

“That really was my strongest argument. 
I told her how desperately I wanted to make 
the change, and also that my father would not 
have the slightest objection. At that time she gave 
me no reason, but simply asked me to trust her, 
which I naturally did.” 

“What were the reasons she gave you even- 
tually ?” 

“Very much later, when we had become like 
sistets, she herself reverted to the question. She 
told me that she wanted me to be myself and not 
a conscious imitator. She added that since I 
was an Indian, I should dress like an Indian and 
preserve my own individuality. She impressed 
on me the fact that imitators never excited genuine 
admiration but frequently aroused a more of 
less justifiable contempt. I saw how true her 
remarks were when I‘came to England.” 

* — “Wasn’t your father very reluctant to allow 
you to go ?” 

**At first he was, but then he realised that he 
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would have to be separated from me in any case 
for a certain number of years in order to have 
my education completed. Mabel and Major 
Cathcart were quite willing to take chatge of me 
and place me in a good school in England. They 
declated they would only be too delighted to have 
me for the holidays. In the end my father saw 
that it was really the best solution of the difficulty. 

“Mabel and Major Cathcart were married 
before they left India and I accompanied them to 
England. Mabel got me admitted into her own 
old school, ard I stayed with them during the 
holidays. My tim at school was uneventful. 
The girls were all nice to me and so were the 
teachers. I took part in all the activities of the 
school and was readily accepted as one of them- 
selves. Thete was, however, this distinct differ- 
ence that I always wore my sari except, of coutse, 
in the case of outdoor games when I dressed like 
the others.” 

“Were you never lonely ?” 

“Often and often, especially in the dark, 
drab, dreary winter days. °I used often to long 
for India, for its warmth, its colour, and its bril 
liant sunshine. It was only at school that 4 ex- 
perienced those lonely spells. I was always happy 
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during the holidays. Very often Major Cathcart 
was away for weeks at a time, and on these occasions 
Mabel and I were drawn even closer together. 
Four or five years passed quickly, and when I 
had finished school the problem arose ‘with 
regard to the hext step. Should I proceed further 
with my studies, or should I return to India? 
Fortunately the problem solved itself, at least 
pattially.” x 

“That was indeed fortunate because the prob- 
lem was a serious one. How was it solved 2” 

“My father was appointed High Commissioner 
for India, and I went to live with him in London. 
This did not mean separation from Mabel. As 
a matter of fact I think I saw her more frequently 
during the next three years than I did when I 
was at school. They lived in Devon and we in- 
terchanged visits pretty often. Moreover it came 
to be an understood thing that whenever Major 
Cathcart went away on one of his mysterious 
journeys, Mabel was always to come and live 
with us.” 

“Why do you say mysterious journeys >?” 
« “Because Mabel never knew when he was 
likely to go. Neither did she ever know where 
he was going nor when he was likely to return.” 
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“That certainly sounds mysterious.” 

“What seemed to me just as strange was that 
my father appeared to -know more zbout these 
journeys than Mabel. Major Cathcart and my 
father had always been great friends from the 
very beginning but since they met again in London 
they became more intimate than ever. For hours 
on end they used to remain closeted tagether. 
One day we were making preparations for one of 
our periodical visits to Devon when my father 
was called to the phone. He returned after a few 
minutes.” * 

“We're not going to Devon to-day, Sheila.” 

“What a pity,” Ireplied. “I was looking for- 
ward to meeting Mabel.” 

“You will meet Mabel ali right. She is 
arriving this evening,” 

“How perfectly lovely. How long is she 
going to stay ?” 

“I do not know. She is coming alone.” 

“J suppose it is anpthes one of Major Cath- 
cart’s Satencn ee al 

“Yes, it is.’ 

“What are they all about, Dad?” 7 

“I cannot tell you, Sheila my dear. I can tell 
you, however, that they are neither for money nor 
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pleasure.” 

“For what then ?” 

“For unselfish devotion to the noblest of all 
ideals.” 

“And what is that 2” 

“Service to one’s country.” 


CHAPTER FOUR 


‘Do you know,” continued Sheila, “that 
little conversation made a most vivid and lasting 
imptession on me. I can remember distinctly 
not only every -word that was uttered but the 
varying shades of expression on my father’s coun- 
tenance. JI suppose I was excited and unduly 
receptive first’ on account of the preparations for 
our visits to Devon, and then at the prospect of 
Mabel’s arrival. I think I shall always look back 
upon it as a most important crisis in my life”. 

Up to that time Sheila had been lounging com- 
fortably in her chaig. Now she quietly changed 
her position. Placing her elbows on her knees, 
she cupped her chin in her hands and gazed straight 
ahead. Fred remained silent. He instinctively 
felt that speech was unnecessary at that particular 
moment, and that he was on the eve of the un- 
burdening of a soul. Hér next words surprised 
him. - 

eer. da Tm WF wr V.%. 4 


Cen | aR Phat 


74 THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


orb of the sun had almost disappeared behind 
the range of the Galtee mountains, which clearly 
distinct, were rapidly changing their colour from 
mauve to d dark purple. Soon they would be- 
come a dark, incoherent, frowning mass. Over- 
head the scattered, irregular, splashes of fleecy 
cloudlets were assuming opalescent hues. Sheila 
watched fascinated until at last the topmost outer 
edge of the fiery globe‘seemed to vanish like a 
flash with incredible rapidity. The western hori- 
zon was still aglow, but the sun had disappeared. 

“Tt is truly magnificent,” said Fred, * breaking 
the silence at last. 

“What always amazes me,” replied Sheila, 
“is the sudden rapidity with which the sun seems 
to disappear finally, I think a similar rapid change 
must have occurred within me after the conversa~ 
tion with my father about Major Cathcart. The 
words ‘service to one’s country’ forcibly took 
hold of my imagination. The idea seemed to me 
grand, glorious, and‘ even holy. For the first 
time I realised that life need not necessarily be a 
perpetual playing-field, but that it could and ought 
te become an honourable battle-ground.” 

“aWhat age were you then ?” 
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“Rather serious thoughts for a young girl, 
weren’t they ?” 

“T suppose they were, but apart from my 
time in school the only companions I had ever 
known were my father, Mabel, and later on Major 
Cathcart. All three were thorough-going idealists, 
and all three were seriously inclined. It was only 
natural that I ahoule be affected by my immediate 
environment.’ 

Fred realised the truth of this statement. He 
himself felt how much he had been influenced 
by his own father with regard to his views on 
India, 

“Yes, you ate quite right,” he replied. 

“Environment plays a most important part 
in one’s life. I must say though that you have 
been very fortunate,” 

“T have been very fortunate indeed. To 
get back, however, to the main point. It was 
a curious coincidence that the very first evening 
on which Mabel arrived the question of my future 
career cropped up in one of our habitual little 
causeries. My father suggested that I should go 
to Oxford. Mabel did not entirely disagree bet 
said that a good deal depended on his intertions 


76 THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


“I have no definite intentions,” said my 
father. “I want her to be the arbiter of het_own 
fate, the captain of her soul.” 

“In that case,” replied Mabel, in her usual 
efficient manner, “perhaps it would be just as well 
to find out if Sheila herself -has any special pre- 
dilections.” 

“I should think that Sheila hasn’t even yet 
dreamt about the futuré. A few years at Ox- 
ford will give her balance and poise, and now that 
we have broached the subject, Sheila will have 
ample time to decide on her future Career.’” 

“T agreed with the suggestion that I should 
proceed to Oxford for further studies. I had 
definitely decided in my own mind what was go- 
ing to be my future career, but I wanted time to 
think and to plan out the defails.” 

“What career had you decided on ?” 

“To serve my country.” 

“Have you changed your mind since ?” 

“On the contrary the idea has since become 
a fixed determination. After my first term at 
Oxford I told my fathér about my decision, and 
Isasked him to help me with his advice. He be- 
camesextremely agitated, and walked up and down 
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Thad never seen my father moved in such a manner 
before. I thought I had bitterly disappointed 
him, and I was filled with compunction and re- 
morse. After a little while he recovered his 
usual composure and sat down beside me. 

“Sheila, my dear, this isa very happy moment 
in my life. I hoped that you would come to this 
decision of your own accord. I did not want to 
influence you in. any way, though I would have 
been disappointed if you had decided. otherwise. 
I have tried to serve my country to the best of my 
ability, but if I were now to start all over again 
I would undoubtedly choose a different path. 
Our country is in crying need of willing and cap- 
able leaders. It wants you, and thousands more 
like you. You will be, I hope, a powerful and 
influential leader one day.” 

_ I was completely and absolutely flabbergasted. 
I think there is no other word to describe exactly 
what I felt. He saw my utter bewilderment, 
and smiled as he continued:— 

“I have watched your up-bringing carefully 
and I have studied your Capabilities and character. 
You are inherently quick and talented, and you 
have imagination. ane have the potential “anal: 
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am speaking frankly to you in order to encourage 
your confidence and self-reliance. That was my 
main reasort in sending you to Oxford. Before 
then you had been all the time in leading sttings, 
even whilst you were at school. I knew that in 
college you would for the first time in your life 
have a good deal of freedom and would be able 
to measure your strength with girls of your own 
age. Did you find that you were inferior to them 
in any way ?” 

“{ admitted that I found that I could do most 
things as well as the other girls but that in the 
beginning I was rather diffident.” 

“Tt is just as I thought,” he remarked. 
“Most subject races have an inferiority complex. 
You must tty to get rid of that unfortunate com- 
plex as soon as you possibly. can without, at the 
same time, stepping over to the other extreme of 
an overweening self-confidence. -You have asked 
me for my advice as to what you should do. My 
advice is to continue as you are for the present. 
Make use of every opportunity to improve your- 
self not only mentally bit morally and physically. 
Do not on that account banish all enjoyment out of 
your fife. The Tommies who went over the top 
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long long way to Tipperary’ were far finer heroes 
than their comrades who lugubriously thought 
of the glory of dying for their King and Country.” 

“I have done my best to follow my father’s 
advice. I have finished with Oxford and am 
now waiting to return to India with my father 
when the term of his High Commissionership 
expires.” 

“When will his term expire 2” ehdriied Fred. 

“Tn about two or three years’ time,” 

“Have you formed any definite plan as yet?” 

“Nothing” definite as yet. I am keeping in 
close touch with Indian affairs and in the meantime - 
Tam not idle, I have already finished a commer- 
cial course, and at present I am taking lessons in 
Elocution. When those are finished my father 
has suggested a course in Industry, Statistics, and 
Organisation with special reference to India. 
Perhaps you could give me some idea of a line to 
go upon.” 

Fred pondered over the problem. Before 
he left India for his holidays, the country was 
slowly setting down after the throes of the Civil 
Disobedience Movement. He tealised that this 
was only a temporary lull in the national struggle 
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never cease until freedom had been achieved. 
That freedom would eventually be achieved was 
to his mind-absolutely indubitable. South Africa, 
the Irish Free State, and Egypt were all direct 
pointers as to how matters would inevitably 
proceed. As a matter of fact the principle of 
freedom had been already accepted. The struggle 
had now concentrated on the time limit. He 
couldn’t help thinking that selfish vested interests 
had gone out of their way to create unnecessary 
misunderstandings. 

Sheila broke in on his meditations. 

“I am very sorty, Fred.” I shouldn’t have 
asked you that question. I forgot for the moment 
that you are a part of the ‘steel frame.’ ” 

“So did I too for the moment. That was not 
the cause of my hesitation in replying to your 
question. The ‘steel frame’ is just about as un- 
happy a political catch-phrase as the ‘self-determina- 
tion of nations’ as far as India is concerned. The 
real cause of my hesitation was an honest endea- 
your to place you in the welter of Indian present- 
day politics. From the Terrorists to the Die- 
hard Reactionaries, which affords a very wide 
range of varying shades of political opinions, 
T cannot think of any possible part which would 
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be suitable for you to play. Politics in any 
country, even at its best, is a dirty game. What 
you want is something clean, honest, and straight- 
forward.” : ° 

“You ate quite right. No lasting benefit 
has ever been achieved by intrigue and chicanery.” 

“Politics, in its narrower signification, is ruled 
out of order then ?” 

“Definitely so.” bd 

Fred again meditated over the situation. He 
reviewed the main incidents of the Civil-Disobe- 
dience Movement. There were hartals everywhere. 
There was picketing’everywhere. A constant stream 
of prisoners filled the jails to overflowing. There 
was excitement, as well as unrest and indiscipline 
amongst the student community. He suddenly 
stopped in his meditations:— 

“I think I have discovered the germ of an 
idea,”’ he exclaimed at last. 

“What is it?” enquired Sheila anxiously. 

“The student community.” 

“I do not understand.” 

“I shall try to explain what’ I mean. It is 
at present’ only a plan in dim outline but I think 
it will not be too difficult to fill in the details. 
Participation in ordinary politics is out of the 
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question. What you require is to organise a force 
which will work honestly, unselfishly, and unwaver- 
ingly in the service of the country.” 

“Wheie is it possible to find that force at the 
present day?” 

“The force is already there. It is only a 
question of organisation and a capable leader. 
I have seen a good deal of the part played by the 
Indian students in the *recent Civil Disobedience 
Movement. They are all impulsive, unselfish, and 
generous to a fault. They can be unswervingly 
loyal to an ideal. It was a thousand pities to see 
so much of their time and energy wasted, so much 
of their force mis-directed and misspent. Hete 
then is a golden opportunity. It ought not to 
be a very difficult proposition to harness all that 
potential energy and direct, it along proper and 
useful channels.” , 

Sheila was forcibly struck with the idea and 
remained silent for a considerable time thinking 
out possibilities. 

“You are both extraordinarily quiet,” said 
Bannetji, coming up frém behind them. His foot- 
steps made no sound on the thick velvety green 
pile of the lawn. 

“I think we are on the verge of finding: a 
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solution to a very difficult problem,” replied 
Sheila. 

“What is the very serious problem.?” queried 
Bannerji. . ; 

“The ptoblem of my future,” geplied Sheila. 

“That is a very setious problem indeed. I 
have also thought about it pretty frequently. Do 
not worry too much. You are doing all you can 
at present in preparation fot whatever may happen. 
I am optimistic, and I instinctively feel that all 
yout preparations and your talents will not be 
wasted.” §  ~ 

“J ant not wortying really, and I am looking 
forward to the future with all confidence. I told 
Fred the story of my life, and, forgetting for the 
moment that he was one of our obnoxious fetters, 
had the impudence to ask him to suggest the best 
method of breaking them.” 

“J do not agree with that statement of the 
case,” remarked Fred smiling. “You are out 
to serve your country. So am J. You are deter- 
mined to win freedom for your country. It is | 
the declared policy of thé present Government 
to grant that freedom in due course. Under the 
circumstances I don’t think it is quite fair to call 
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“All right, Fred. I apologise and withdraw 
the statement, or withdraw the statement and 
apologise, whichever is the more correct. What 
wotd wili you substitute ?” 

Bannerji looked at the two young people in 
front of him, and pregnant thoughts flashed through 
his mind. 

“How much easier it would be,” he reflected, 
“if the whole intricate ‘problem of India were left 
to Sheila and Fred. Trivial non-essentials would 
be discarded without a murmur, and the funda- 
mentals would be discussed in a spirit of friendly 
appreciation and mutual kindly understanding.” 

Fred hesitated a while before replying to 
Sheila’s question. 

“It is very difficult,” he said, “to find a per- 
fectly suitable word, but I should think that ‘sign- 
posts’ would probably meet the case.” 

Both Sheila and her father looked at him 
waiting for a further explanation. 

“Sign-posts,” continued Fred, “to the path 
of orderly progress and peaceful evolution.” 

“Doesn’t that terminology,’ asked Sheila, 
«smack of a certain amount of arrogant superi- 
ority 2” 

“TI should rather be inclined to say,” rejoined 
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Fred, “that it showed a confidence founded on a 
past and varied experience. Take’ England, for 
example. Within the last hundred years there has 
been a practically peaceful transition from a more 
or less autocratic monarchy to a- fully-fledged 
democracy.” 

“Ah, but there is a vast difference,” said 
Sheila, “England has always been free, whilst 
India has not yet achieved her freedom.” 

“Don’t you think that the path to freedom 
and the path to evolution and progress may very 
well be identical ire 

“Yes, but the ‘sign-posts’ may possibly in- 
dicate a circuitous route which is longer than 
is either necessary ot desirable. It is quite con- 
ceivable that there may be many definite and 
justifiable short cuts.’ 

“Tt very often happens that the longest way 
round is the shortest way home.” 

“Trish, of course, and meaning exactly what?” 

“The well-known broad highway is very 
often the quicker though longer route because 
it is safe from the morasses’ and pitfalls of blood- 
shed and revolution which may easily lie concealed” 
jn an unbeaten track across unknown country.” 
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present policy is the old motto of ‘Festina Lente’. 
The pace, however, may be aggravatingly slow to 
an impetuous steed. In any case the whole 
thing boils down to a simple question of speed, 
and the only solution is a mutual and sympathetic 
understanding. By the way what is the verge of 
the solution with regard to Sheila ?” 

Fred explained his train of reasoning. He 
eliminated politics as undesirable, and, in the long 
tun, as unstable and inefficient. He thought 
that Sheila’s future miight possibly lie in the 
organisation of an All-India Youth Movement. 

“I quite agree with you,” responded Bannerji 
heartily. “I also had already come to the con- 
clusion that politics was out of the question, I 
had conceived the idea of revitalising the Girl 
Guide Movement on All-India and National 
lines, but I thought it would be insufficient and 
unsatisfactory. The rotting debris would first 
have to be cleared away, and there would be an 
unnecessary antagonism from the very outset. 
I thought that whatever project was to be started 
should be something ‘new, something clear-cut, 
and something definitely appealing under modern 
conditions. I do think that the organisation of an 
All-India Youth Movement, regardless of sex, 
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has distinct possibilities, and if successful, would 
be produce of the most beneficial results in 
every way.’ . 

The dressing-gong sounded and ay moved 
away silently and meditatively to their respective 
rooms. 

The daily routine was often broken. Fred 
allowed his Russian to lapse and Sheila allowed 
her father’s manuscript to pile up whilst they 
went for excursions to the various parts of the 
country. They motored along the East coast 
through the Sweet Vale of Avoca, and the Valley 
of the Seven Churches. They sawthe wild rugged 
Connemara with its stone-walled fields and rocky 
pasture. They visited the rich low-lying 
country about the estuary of the mighty Shannon, 
once a desolate waste,and now a hive of industry 
with its gigantic electric installation. ‘They slowly 
passed through the Golden Vein, including the 
magnificent Glen of Aherlow, and, last but by no 
means least, the far-famed Lakes of Killarney. 

It was at the Lakes of Killarney that a most 
peculiar incident occurred. * Having ridden through 
the Gap of Dunloe on the time-honoured donkeys; 
they descended to the level of the Lakes. Here 
they were surrounded by a crowd of boatmen 
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all urging the undoubted superiority and the 
absurd cheapness of their own particular posses- 
sion. Sheila, dressed it a sari, attracted mote 
than the“ usual amount of attention. Suddenly 
an unexpected diversion was created. A tall digni- 
fied grey-haired old man, waving a shillelagh and 
shouting what must have been very forcible impre- 
cations in the Irish language, dispersed the crowd 
to a respectful distance. Slipping the shille- 
lagh under his arm, and doffing his hat in a graceful 
gestute, he made a gallant and most perfect bow 
from the hips. 

His greeting was absolutely astounding:— 

“A hundred thousand welcomes to the land 
of your forefathers, Princess. It’s meself that 
will do the honour of escorting you. I know 
very well where you want to be after going.” 

Without waiting for a reply, he turned round 
to the crowd and shouted:— 

“Danny, ye young divil, where are ye? Ye’re 
always where ye’re not wanted.” 

A tall strapping man stepped out from the 
crowd, and leisurely approached with a beaming 
smile on his good-humoured countenance. 

“Verra. don’t vou see I’m hurrvine ac fact 
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“Take the very best boat, and get it ready for 
the Princess. We’re going across to the island.” 

“Which island? Sure there’s thousands of 
’em there.” 

“Y ou’re as good as ever your mother was with 
the glib tongue. se coming with you and I'll 
show you the way.” 

As soon as the boat had got well away from 
the shore, the old man succeeded in astounding them 
for the second time. Turning to Sheila, he said:— 

“Might I make so bold, Princess, as to ask 
you to let me have a look behind your left ear?” 

Sheila humoured him. 

“God be praised,” he exclaimed, “if it isn’t 
as I thought, the birth-mark of the O’Rafferties.” 

Behind Sheila’s left ear there had always been 
a tiny dark brown mole. 

“Little did I think” continued the old man, 
“that I’d live to see this blessed and holy day.” 

“Ts it to the O’Rafferty’s island,” said Danny 
quietly, “that ye mane to be going?” 

“Man alive,” snapped the old man, “where 
else did ye think I’d be after wanting to carry ne 
Princess ?”” 

Sheila and Fred accepted the situation cheer- 
fully. One boat was as good to them as another, 


go : THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


and from what they had seen the boat in which 
they found themselves at present was as good as, 
if not better than, any of-the others. In addition 
the old man seemed to them to be a bit of a local 
character. 

“Sure ’tis true what me mother tould me,” 
said the old man, as if speaking aloud to himself. 
“Her grandmother tould her that ’twould be 
twice ten times ten before e’er a descindant of the 
O’Rafferties would again set foot on the island.” 

“I should very much like to hear the whole 
story,” suggested Fred in an ingratiating manner. 

The old man bent his head in a thoughtful 
teverie, and became quite oblivious of his passen- 
gers and apparently even of his surroundings. 

“Lave him alone now,” replied Danny, look- 
ing up at Fred with a smile.. “The divil wouldn’t 
make him open his mouth at the present moment. 
Ye’ll hear the whole of it when ye get to the island 
whether ye want it or no.” 

With easy powerful stroke she sent the light 
craft skimming along the surface of the dark 
blue waters. The Magillicuddy Reeks towered 
high above them in their massive grandeur. 

Danny shipped his oars and straight as an 
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the miniature cove of the island. The old man, 
with wonderful agility for his age, was the first 
to step ashore. He courteously assisted Sheila 
to alight.. i 

The island was the shape of an upturned 
saucer, and was less than a square mile in area. 
On the little plateau in the centre were the ruins 
of, what once must have been, a fairly large build- 
ing. Thither the old mah conducted them. 

“It’s a wonderful story, Princess, and you'll 
hardly believe it, but it’s as true as you’re standing 
there in front of me. Your great-grandfather, 
and my great-grandfather were foster-brothers. 
They were suckled at the same breast. That tie 
became as sacred and binding to them two as if 
they were tale blood-brothers. They grew up 
together, and were inseparable. In the end your 
gteat-grandfather became a Captain in the Army, 
and went out of India. He never came back. 
At first they said he was killed in the Mutiny, but 
later on the rale truth became known. It was his 
wife and only son that got killed. He himself 
stayed on in India, and* eventially martied an 
Indian Princess.” : 

That evening at dinner Fred related their 
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“Celtic Romanticism,” observed Justice 
Smythe. 

Then Bannerji dropped a bomb-shell. For 
the third time that day Sheila and Fred were as- 
tounded. 

“Your great-grandfather’s house, Sheila, was 
known as ‘The Raftri-Sahib-ki-kothi.’ ” (The house 
of the O’Rafferty.) 


CHAPTER FIVE 
¢ 
“The Raftri-Sahib-ki-Kothi.” 


It was over seven years ago since these words 
had been uttered. Many changes had occurred 
during those seven years? 

Justice Smythe and Bannerji were still engaged 
on their magnum opus. Six large volumes had 
already been printed and published, but the whole 
scheme outlined twelve volumes in all with a 
supplementary Index Volume. Justice Smythe 
was at Garnacanty Castle, but Bannerji had, some 
five years back, relinquished his High Commis- 
sionetship and returned to India, where, along 
with Sheila, he settled down in Tureemapur. Fred, 
now a fully fledged Collector and District Magis- 
trate, had been posted to Tureemapur a little 
over 4 year ago. 

When Sheila returned to India with her father 
she immediately sect to work ort the foundation 
and the organisation of the League of Youth, 
She put her heart and soul into her efforts, and in 
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with success. The time was ripe for such a move- 
ment. All the educated youth of the country, 
both boys and girls, literally flocked to her stand- 
atd. The procedure she adopted was vety simple 
but very effeccive. She started with a group of 
some two hundred boys and fifty girls. These 
were specially selected candidates from thousands 
of applications received from all the provinces 
of India. Then followed one whole year of 
rigorous, intensive training under her own pet- 
sonal supervision, and at the end of that time 
two hundred and fifty trained leaders were sent 
out to the: various: parts of the country, where 
branches of the League of Youth were immediate- 
ly established. The same procedure was continued 
year after year, so that at the end of four years 
there were one thousand - branches operating 
enthusiastically and successfully in the pane 
towns and-cities of India. 

From’ the very outset the discipline had been 
most rigid, and those who succeeded in coming 
through that one year’s severe ordeal might be 
said to have been well and truly tried. The 
highest and noblest ideals were inculcated, and 
the highest and noblest ideal of all, namely the 
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fore their eyes. No branch was allowed to be 
started except by a trained leader, and the trained 
leaders had to return annually for a shozt refresher 
course. In this way Sheila got to know all het 
trusted lieutenants individually, and" succeeded in 
collecting around her a band of devoted and un- 
selfish workers to. each of. whom her every wish 
was a command and her every word a law. Her 
spirits, her enthusiasm, and her ideals were gradual- 
ly being spread throughout the length and breadth 
of the land. 

On this particular morning in he Seine 
of 1939 Sheila happened to be Fred’s guest at 
breakfast. 

“Do you know what flashed actoss my mind 
just now?” he enquired. 

“Do you want me to have three guesses?” 
queried Sheila. 

“¥ou’d never guess it in a thousand years.” 

“Tt might save some time if you told me then.” 

“The Raftri-Sahib-ki-Kothi.” 

“What put that into your head at this time ?” 

“T haven’t the faintest dea.” * 

“I remember the evening well, don’t you?* 
Tt was after that glorious day at the Lakes of 
Killarney. That’s many years ago now, isn’t it ?” 
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“Over seven years, and yet we don’t seem to 
have changed very much in that time.” 

“I expect we both have changed a good deal 
really, but having seen each other practically 
every year siace then, we probably don’t notice 
it. I suppose you ate going home this summer.” 

“T hope to go about April or May. Any 
chance of your paying a visit to Garnacanty ?” 

“T’d love to. I know my father has decided 
on going to England this year, but I am afraid I 
shan’t be able to get away.” 

“The League of Youth?” 

“Yes? : 

“Aren’t things going very well?” 

“On the contrary the days, and the months, 
and the years are not half Jong enough for me 
to do what I want to do. By the way it was about 
the League of Youth that I wanted to have a 
serious talk with you this morning.” 

“Yes.” 

“You remember that both you and my father 
were dead against my participation in politics.” 

“Yes, and J still chink that it is very sound 
~advice. Politics at the outset means division into 
patties, whereas your organisation should be one, 
‘eehin le. nr nyndivided ” 
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“Tam afraid that there is a danger of our being 
drawn into the political vortex.” 

“Why ?” 7 

“The League of Youth is being belnded by 
interested parties as a political organis4tion or even 
something worse. We may be branded as an 
unlawful organisation in the near future.” 

Fred gave the matter his most serious con- 
sideration. He saw that “Sheila’s fear was well 
founded. He was just as anxious as she herself 
was that the League of Youth should not be 
branded as unlawful. He fully believed that it 
was a good movenient, a useful movement, and a 
disciplined movement. A band of well-disci- 
plined workers, imbued with lofty ideals, was 
’ bound to have a most beneficial effect on the up~ 
* lift and progress of the country. The declared 
policy of the present Government was the uplift 
and progress of the country. Consequently he 
thought himself fully justified in stoutly champion- 
ing the cause of the League of Youth. 

“J do not think,” he at length replied, “that 
there is any such danger at tite preseht moment. To 
make assurance doubly sure, however, I think I+ 
see a way of being able to. give you some definite 
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“Do please tell me what it is.” 
“You have patrons of your organisation, I 
suppose.” . 

“Of course we have.” 

“Do you think I am a fit and suitable person 

to become a patron ?” £ 

Sheila looked at him with asonnbaitnt, She 

knew that Fred was in sympathy with the League 
of Youth. As a matfer of fact she now recalled 
that it was he who really originated the idea. Some- 
how things seemed different in the lawns of Gar- 
nacanty, There she and Fred were comrades in 
a congenial atmosphere. Heré, however, she could 
not help feeling that no matter how his sympathies 
were inclined, he still happened to be one of the 
‘cogs inthe mighty steel frame. He saw her hesi- 
, tation and hastily added:— 

“Sorry, Sheila. I should not have asked 

that question.” 

“Why ?”? 

“In order to be a complete success your 
organisation must necessarily be non-political 
‘and non-sectarian. Ain official as patron would 
, undoubtedly tend to give it a Government bias.” 

“You are entirely wrong, Fred. Everyone 
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official in the ordinary acceptation of the term. 
That was not the reason why I hesitated.” 

“What was the reason?” 

“I was only thinking of you agebaally A 
time might easily come when your position as 
patron of the League of Youth would be distinctly 
awkward.” 

“{ don’t see how it can become awkward 
unless the Government suddenly changes its 
policy. They are at present spending a lot of 
money on rural uplift. Iam simply going one step 
farther, and including urban uplift without asking 
them to spend a single penny. Besides, if there 
was ever any likelihood of the position Becoming. 
awkward in any way, I could always resign.” 

“If you are satisfied, I am mote that satisfi- 
ed. I should simply love to have you as oné ‘of 
out patrons. Moreover it will be of definite as- ” 
sistance to us. As long as you are with us, we 
can hardly be labelled as anti- Government,” 

“Tt will be also very useful to me,’ remarked 
Fred smiling. ; 

“Ip what way? I cah’t very well see how it 
will be uscful to you, though I can see that there 
may be a certain amount of bother and trouble, 
% wou take vour nosition as patron seriously. 
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Most of the patrons are largely figure-heads.” 

“J am very conscientious and Iam going to 
take my pesition very seriously indeed.” 

“But hw is that going to be useful to you ?” 

“I shall gain much inside knowledge of the” 
working of the organisation.” 

“Still I don’t see how that is going to help 
you very much.” 

“If ever the organisation decides to scrap 
theit obnoxious fetters—” 

“Now, now, Fred, that’s not fair. I retract- 
ed those words ages ago.” | 

“Well then, if ever the organisation decides 
to make bon-fires of their old discarded  sign- 
posts, I shall be the first to get the tip and be able 
to make an easy get-away.” 

. “You are perfectly beastly this morning.” 
“Sorry, Sheila. I was only half-ragging.” 
“What do you mean by half-ragging ?” 

“I didn’t mean what I said about fetters and 
sign-posts and things, but I do mean to take an 
honest interest in the organisation. I should 
like very much to come along and have a look 
“some day.” 

“Will you really? That will be splendid. 
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“What about Sunday next ?” 

“Sunday, by all means. Come along and 
spend the day with us if you can. My father will 
be delighted to see you.” a 

“And you 2” 

Sheila’s eyes twinkled as she replied:— 

“The Princess will be charmed to have the 
honour to receive the Collector Sahib.” 

“IT am afraid the Pritcess will not have the 
honour of receiving the Collector Sahib.” 

“You’re not backing out of it so soon, are 
you P” 

“No. I am coming out all right, but not as 
the Collector Sahib. I am going to cast aside 
officialdom and official duties for one day.” 

Bannerji’s bungalow was situated about two 
miles outside Tureemapur proper. It was set . 
well back from the road and was approached by 
a winding drive through well-kept grounds. The 
house was an old one but it had evidently been 
built to defy the ravages of time. Its deep vetan- 
dahs were supported by lofty Ionic pillars and’ its 
spacious rooms were cooltand comfortable. The 
grounds attached were extensive and covered, 
a very wide area. As a matter of fact both the 
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history. 

In pre-Mutiny days Tureemapur and its 
surroundings formed part of a wealthy and pros- 
perous natixe state. For various reasons, the 
chief of which were, extravagance, mismanage- 
ment, and internecine family fueds, the state 
dwindled until it became, both in size and revenues, 
nothing more than a large Zamindari. The last 
Raja easily surpassed all his predecessors in his 
riotous way of living and his wanton extravagance. 
He had no family and, as is usual under those 
circumstances, he adopted a son and heir. Un- 
fortunately for him the choice was not a happy one. 
The adopted son turned out to be both mthless 
and ambitious. He poisoned the Raja, and set 
to work to recover by raids and violence 
the portions of the original state which had 
either been sold, mortgaged, or forfeited. The 
Mutiny broke out and he definitely threw in his 
lot with the mutineers. That was the end. He 
was killed in battle and his property was confiscat- 
ed by Government. 

The second’ phase’occurred some time after 
the Mutiny. A large slice of the property was 
handed over by Government for the housing of 
a Cavalry Reotment Tn thace dave land wre nntr 
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sold by bighas at a prohibitive cost and consequent- 
ly the lay-out of the cavalry lines was planned in 
the most generous proportions. Ample space 
was alloted for parade grounds, rifle ringes, polo- 
gtounds, and tecreation grounds. Everything 
was in the plural number. Bannerji’s present 
bungalow had been the Officer’s Mess. 

The third phase came after the Great War. 
Cavalry Regiments were being disbanded and me- 
chanised, and the Tureemapur Cavalry Lines 
were soon deserted. The Government wete only 
too pleased to grant to Bannerji, an ex-Judge of the 
High Court, the lease of the place for ninety-nine 
years at a reasonable rent. 

Fred felt like a school-boy going home for 
the holidays as he started his car for Bannetji’s 
bungalow. ‘Though it was well after eight o’clock 
there was a distinct nip in the air, and the pearly 
dew-drops on the grass were glistening and shim- 
meting in the morning sunshine. As he had told 
Sheila he had shed officialdom and official duties, 
and he was enjoying in anticipation the pleasures 
of a care-free day in congenial company. 

“Bannerji,” he thought to himself, “mighs 
very well be a friendly uncle, and Sheila a sym- 
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As he sped up the drive he saw Sheila and her 
father awaiting his arrival on the top of the door- 
steps. They went into breakfast almost immediately. 

“T havi had a letter from your father by this 
mail, Fred,” said Bannerji. ‘He has struck another 
knotty problem in Hindu Law, and he wants me 
to come along for a lengthened consultation.” 

“T also had a letter,” replied Fred, “and my 
father has asked me t6 try and persuade you to 
make up your mind to come home with me this 
summer.” 

“You are definitely going, are you?” 

“Definitely, as far as I am’ concerned. I have 
applied for leave, and it has been provisionally 
granted.” 

“Provisionally 2” 

“Well, you know the usual old tag, ‘if the 
exigencies of the service permit’. I don’t think 
my absence for three or four months will be 
liable to create any special exigency. In any 
case I have booked my passage for April. Would 
that time suit you?” 

“Yes, April would suit very well indeed.” 

-  *NWell then,” exclaimed Fred, “let’s all go 
along together. Garnacanty will be lovely in 
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of a tight royal welcome.” 
“What about it, Sheila?” asked Bannerji, turn- 
ing to his daughter. + ; 
Sheila slowly and sorrowfully * shook her 
head. She remembered with a pang the pleasure 
she experienced on that May morning when she 
first drove out to Garnacanty with Fred by her 
side, her delightful visit to the tenants with her 
father, her first lesson in canoeing, and the humor- 
ous incident on the race-course. She vividly 
recalled the tall dignified old man at the Lakes 
of Killarney who, brandishing his shillelagh like 
a magic wand, ‘instantaneously dispersed the 
noisy ctowd of boatmen, and who later told her 
the story of the O’Rafferties. The call of the West 
was strong upon her, but her self-imposed duty 
in the East was still stronger. ; 
“T am afraid that for me it is impossible,” 
she replied. “Any time I can spare from my per- 
sonal supervision here at Headquarters, I devote 
to visiting the various branches which are increas- 
ing rapidly. In fact the demand for trained 
teachers is far more than the supply available.” 
“All this,” rematked Fred, “must involve 
considerable expense. How is the organisation 
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“The finances fortunately have been satis- 
factorily solved,” replied Sheila. 

“You ate indeed fortunate, because finance is 
usually the stumbling-block in most organisations.” 

“Tt is all due to my father. The initial 
expenses would have been overwhelming but my 
father met all the expenditure for the first year, and 
in addition made us a free grant of all the residential 
quarters and grounds ‘necessary for the starting 
of the organisation. Since then the organisation 
is more than paying its own way.” 

“Do you charge very high fees?” 

“We generally charge according to means 
with the idea of averaging about twenty tupees 
pet month per individual. That gives us an income 
of five thousand rupees per month which is more 
than sufficient to cover the running expenses.” 

“What about your Instructors?” 

“There are only two paid Instructors, namely, 
a General Captain for the boys, and a Lady Superin- 
tendent for the girls. Both the Lady Superinten- 
dent and the General Captain have voluntecred to 
work on a nominal salary. The Lady Superinten- 
‘dent is assisted free by the two best girls of the pre- 
vious vear and the General Cantain he the fare 
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coveted, and are looked upon as badges, distinction 
and honour.” : 

“What about the various “branches: 2”? 

“They are also self-supporting. They receive 
the Instructors from Headquarters at a nominal 
salary, and almost in all cases local wealthy patrons 
have given them generous donations. Some of 
the branches are quite as well equipped as Head- 
quatters, and all of them are sufficiently well 
equipped to be able to carry on useful and sticeat 
work.” 

“I suppose the equipment as well as the 
training is standardised.” ‘ 

“As far as possible. There are three funda- 
mentals without which no branch can be started. 
The minimum requirements are first of all residen- 
tial quarters. Secondly, there must be ample space 
for recteation grounds including a Swimming 
Tank anda Gymnasium. Thirdly, a parade ground 
with rifle range attached. In cases of necessity 
the recreation grounds and the parade grounds 
may be combined.” 

“What are the other requisites for the complete 
equipment?” : 

“An Aerodrome and a Broadcasting Station.” 

That je 4 pretty tall order. isn’t it? What is 
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the specific idea underlying the whole scheme ?” 

“My father is responsible for the specific 
idea, and also for the details of the whole scheme. 
He will explain it to you far better than I can.” 

_ Fred looked up enquitingly at Bannerji, and 
the latter smiled in a most friendly manner at 
Fred as he proceeded to explain in detail the whole 
situation:— 

“You remember, Fred, that you yourself were 
responsible for the general idea of the League of 
Youth, or in other words the harnessing of that 
genitine, unselfish, willing, and self-sacrificing 
energy for the promotion of the welfare of India. 
That was the basic idea from which I started. I 
took stock of the whole situation and gave it my 
most careful consideration. Evetywhere all over 
the country I saw that wonderful amount of energy 
frittered away in academic and useless disputations. 
The educated youth were perfectly right in en- 
deavouring to mobilise their forces, but they 
were absolutely wrong in their aims and objects. 
Instead of concentrating their energies on the 
obvious ideal “of working whole-heartedly for 
‘their mother-larid, they thoughtlessly and selfish- 
ly proceeded to start an agitation for the asser- 
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result? Meetings and more meetings, discus- 
sions and acrimonious debates on trivial details. 
The net results of all their worries and endeavours 
were futile and irresponsible resolutions.‘ * This 
led me to my first concrete and definite idea that 
the ptimary aim of the League of Youth should 
be ‘Facta non-Verba’. ; 
“Once I had come to the conclusion that 
the welfare of India depended more on action than 
on speech, the rest was comparatively easy. The 
youth of the country had to be disciplined and 
organised with that, specific object in view. “The 
various systems of training adopted by other 
countries, but especially by Italy and Germany, 
gave me a line to go on, and from them I tried 
to evolve a system which I thought might be 
feasible in India. There were a hundred and one 
difficulties. There was, for example, the ques- 
tion of money. In all the other countries the 
State spent lavish sums on the education of its 
youth but nothing could be expected from that 
source in India. Again the system of training was 
initiated and sponsored by the State in other coun- 
tries and in many cases made compulsory. Hetre,~ 
Lowever the organisation had to be voluntary, 


+ 


110 THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


with ridiculously small numbers. In case the 
numbers did increase and the branches multiply, 
there was the difficulty of providing a strong cen- 
tral authority which could command instantaneous 
obedience. I must admit that in the beginning 
the outlook was not altogether bright. I was 
optimistic, and Sheila was even still more 
optimistic. Eventually all those difficulties were 
overcome, and I think’I can say that our optimism 
was justified.” 

“I “see,” rematked Fred, “how you have 
successfully competed with the difficulties of 
organisation and finance, but how have you 
managed with regard to the central authority 2” 

“Just one moment,” interrupted Sheila. “TI 
think Pll leave you two together to finish 
the story. Till run along and change. We've 
got to be on the parade ground at ten-thirty sharp.” 

Both men stood up and affectionately watched 
the slim, sari-clad figure move gracefully out of the 
room, When they had sat down again, Bannerji 
continued:— 

“The question of ‘the central authority solved 
itself. It is wonderful how many difficulties do 
solve themselves in marching on in a determined 
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difficulty for’the first year when we had only the 
Headquarters. Sheila was the sole authority. 
When the branches did-inctease, Sheila still te- 
mained the sole unquestioned authority. She 
has a wonderful influence, a kind of personal 
magnetism over all those who come here, and all 
the branches unanimously requested that they 
should remain in close touch with her, and be 
under her sole direct control. They all look 
upon her as something far above and beyond them, 
as something inspired and almost divine.” 

“This must mean a tremendous strain. How 
does she manage to keep in direct touch with all 
the branches ?”” 

“It is indeed a tremendous strain but she doesn’t 
seem to feelit. She keeps in direct touch with all 
the branches in two ways. Firstly, all trained leaders 
who pass out, come back to Headquarters once a 
year for at least a week, sometimes longer, if they 
can manage it. Secondly, Sheila herself makes 
it a point of paying a personal annual visit to 
every branch. She never forgets the name or face 
of a leader.” : 

“How many branches are there at present ?’* 

“Roughly about a thousand.” 

“And how many does each branch turn out 
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annually?” 

“The maximum for any one branch is the 
same as Headquarters, namely, two hundred youths 
and fifty ‘girls. Most of the branches are turning 
out the maximum.” 

“You are turning out about fifty thousand 
potential leaders in one year, or in other words, 
you have turned out almost a quarter of a million 
since you started five yéars ago.” 

“Yes, that is a fairly correct estimate.” 

“¥ know that the general idea of the League 
of Youth is the welfare of the country, but you 
seem to have got down to a Special objective on 
preconceived lines.” 

“You are tight. The motto of the organisa- 
tion makes it sufficiently explicit.” 

“What is the motto of the League of Youth?” 

*Paratus ad Omnia.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


“Paratus ad Omnia,” repeated Fred enquiring- 
ly. “I am afraid that leaves me still somewhat 
in the dark. Couldn’t you give me some more 
details ?”” : 

“Tl give you all the details you require, but 
not just now. The explanation will take some time, 
and Sheila will probably be along at any moment 
to rush you off for athectic day. I expect I won’t 
see very much of you before evening.” 

At that very moment Sheila entered the room. 

“T think we ought to start, Fred, if you are 
teady.” 

Fred looked up in astonishment. The trans- 
formation had been sudden and complete. Sheila 
stood before him no longer in the graceful cling- 
ing folds of a silk sari but in the uniform of the 
League of Youth. His mind travelled rapidly 
back to the first time he had met Sheila on the 
village platform at Garnacanty. He visualised her | 
again in her bathing costume in the canoe, and in 
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thing totally and entirely different. Black blous 
open at the neck with a short black skirt anc 
black stockings. Soft white ankle-boots and . 
smart white forage cap with thin black piping. 
white monogram of the initial letters of the mott¢ 
stood out in bold relief on the left centre of thi 
blouse. 

This was a Sheila he had never seen before 
She radiated smartness, efficiency and personality 
He was struck again by the peculiar whiteness o: 
her skin, rendered perhaps still more marked by 
the masses of raven-black glossy hair plaited anc 
neatly coiled: round her wellshaped head. He: 
name and the colour of her eyes also had causec 
him no little surprise when first they met. The 
large eyes, set well apart beneath a broad brow. 
were grey-blue, more blue than grey in her softe: 
moments, and more grey than blue, as they were at 
ptesent, when she was serious and determined, 

“Sheila of the blue eyes, and black hair,” 
thought Fred. 

The words ‘The Raftri-Sahib-ki-Kothi’ again 
flashed through his mind. That, of coutse, must 
be the obvious explanation. No wonder she was 
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nal magnetism must have exercised an almost 
hypnotic influence. She had all the gifts and quali- 
fications of a born leader. ~The sincere love of her 
country and the enthusiasm, amounting almost 
to a passionate zeal, which she displayed in all her 
work, must have been readily recognised by her 
youthful followers, who responded by not only 
willingly acknowledging her as their actual leader, 
but also by adopting her as their beloved and 
inspired heroine. 

“Quick change artist,” remarked Fred with 
an appraising smile. ‘““That’s rather a smart 
uniform.” , , 

“Tam glad you like it, because I meant it to 
be smart. My primary consideration, however, 
was efficiency. There is no point in not combin- 
ing smartness with efficiency whenever possible.” 

“T quite agree. What kind is the programme 
going to be like? It is always interesting to know 
beforehand.” 

“Sunday is an off-day. There is a general 
parade at ten-thirty, and this is followed by a 
general inspection of the barracks. I thought 
you might like to come along and see both > 
the parade and the inspection. It will also give 
me an opportunity of introducing the company 
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to their new patron. We ought to be finished 
by twelve-thirty. After lunch I should like to 
take you to one of our outlying branches which 
was only started last year. You will have an 
opportunity of comparing the new with the old.” 

“What branch are you going to see, Sheila?” 
asked the father. 

“Rumballa.” 

“Rumballa,” excldimed Fred. ‘That is about 
a hundred miles away.” 

“Just under the hundred,” replied Sheila. 
“Tl take you in my plane. We can start at two 
o’clock and get there by “three. An hout at 
Rumballa will be quite sufficient and we'll be 
back here about five for tea.” 

“JT said you were going to have a hectic day, 
Fred,” laughed Bannerji, as he saw them off at the 
door. 

Sheila drove Fred in her own car to the 
parade ground which was not very far away. The 
company was already drawn up prepared for 
inspection when they arrived. The four platoons 
of boys were in open column with the platoon of 

* girls on the tight of number one platoon. The 
girls all wore the same uniform as Sheila. The boys 
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soft brown ankle-boots. and khaki forage caps 
with thin white piping. A black monogram of the 
initial letters of the motto’ stood out in bold relief 
on the left centre of the white shirts. Fred admired 
their smart and workman-like appearance. 

Sheila introduced him to the Lady Superin- 
tendent and the General Captain. The Lady 
Superintendent was middle-aged and stoutish, 
but she was active and energetic and wore her 
uniform well. The General Captain, Umrao Singh 
by name, had been an officer in the Indian Army. 
He was not quite ag tall or as broad as Fred but, 
like Fred, he was perfectly proportioned. Broad 
shoulders tapered down to a narrow waist which 
rested firmly on strong slender hips. Sheila could 
not help unconsciously contrasting two splendid 
specimens of physical excellence. Fred, tall, fair, 
with laughing blue eyes, and an easy, almost non- 
chalant manner. Umrao Singh, stiffly upright with — 
his swarthy complexion and dark flashing eyes. 
She could also not help noticing the contrast 
between the way Fred was received by the Lady 
Superintendent and the General Captain. The 
Lady Superintendent received him cordially and 
even enthusiastically. Captain Umrao Singh’s 
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ly aggressive. 

As Fred walked round the tanks two things 
impressed him forcibly.” The first was that he was 
definitely the visitor. Secondly, every single in- 
dividual was on his or her toes; anxious to meet 
with approval, and even thoroughly contented if 
no fault were found. Sheila was like a priestess 
amongst her devotees. As soon as the inspection 
was overt Sheila stood in front of the company 
and motioned Fred to het side. The Lady Superin- 
tendent and the General Captain took post. 

; “Parade,” rapped out Sheila in a clear ring- . 
ing voice. 

The company came to attention with a meticul- 
ous ptecision that would have done credit to any 
regular battalion. 

“Your turn-out this morning was excellent, 
as it always has been and as it always ought to 
be. I am proud of you.” 

Thete was not the slightest movement in the 
tanks but Fred noticed that the eyes which looked 
absolutely straight to the front sparkled with 
a glowing sens¢ of satisfaction. 

“Parade,” ordered Sheila, “Stand at ease.” 

The order was carried out with the same pre- 
cision as before. 
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Sheila then advanced a few paces and addres- 
sed the company:— 

“This morning I want to introduce to you 
a new patron, Mr. Smythe, the Collector and 
District Magistrate of Tureemapur. He has been 
my friend and my father’s friend for a very long 
time. He is no stranger to this country. His 
father served India for thirty years or more, and 
he himself was born in these very provinces. Ser- 
vice to the country is in his blood. As a matter 
of fact many years ago, in a beautiful land very 
far away from hete,.it was he who first formulated 
the general idea of the League of Youth. Now 
for the first time he sees for himself that idea trans- 
lated into action. I hope he is pleased with what 
he has seen. 

“I should like to remind you again this morn- 
ing of the solemn vow you made when you first 
joined the League of Youth, namely, that you 
would devote your lives to the welfare of your 
country. Mr. Smythe is also devoting the best 
part of his life to the welfare of India. Many 
toads lead to Delhi. There ate many methods 
of service. What matters the road, what matters 
the method, so long as we all march steadily to 
the common coal. the uplift and reseneration of 
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our country, the freedom and independence of 
India. 

“I shall now proceed to invest our new patron 
with the badge of the League of Youth.” 

She turned round and proceeded to pin on 
the lapel of Fred’s coat a black and white silver 
disc embodying the monogram of the motto 
of the organisation. As she did so, she whisper- 
ed:— 

“Welcome, Fred. This gives me intense 
pleasure. I am very happy to-day.” 

“Me too,” was the whispered reply. 

The left fingers fastening the badge trembled 
ever so slightly when she looked into Fred’s eyes 
and heard his whispered reply. Her face was 
flushed and her eyes were sparkling as she turned 
tound to call for three cheers for their new patron. 

The incident did not last more than five sec- 
onds in all. Though the eyes of the whole parade 
were centred on the little group of two, only one 
individual remarked anything significant in the 
ceremony. Captain Umrao Singh alone observed 
the whispered colloquy and the flushed face and 
the sparkling eyes of the Commandant. 

Fred acknowledged the cheers by taking off 
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dressed the company:— 

“T am no good at making a speech. In fact 
I never do when I can possibly avoid it. 1 personal- 
ly believe that a single chitak of action is worth 
maunds and maunds of words, though I'll admit, 
of course, that words are sometimes necessary. 
Your Commandant has asked me to say a few words 
to you. The words will be very few but they will 
be sincere and genuine. Your appearance this 
morning on parade was—I’m afraid I'll have to 
borrow a word from your Commandant—excel- 
lent, very excellent indeed, and I am extraordinarily 
pleased with what I have seen so far. I also may 
truthfully say that I consider it both an honour 
and a privilege to be enrolled as a patron of the 
League of Youth. 

“Iam not going to be a nam-ke-waste (nomi- 
nal) patron. I am determined to help your orga- 
nisation in every way I can because I honestly. 
believe in it. Tl tell you why. India is in the 
beginning of a transition stage, the most difficult 
of all stages for any country, and she will require 
leaders, numerous leaders of the right sort. You 
will be the future leaders and I think you are be- 
ine trained in the richt wav. You are learning 
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especially the lesson of obedience, implicit obe- 
dience to an ideal. Obedience is just as necessary 
in the legders as in the fank and file.” 

Fred hesitated for a moment as if he were at 
a loss fora word. Then he smiled at Sheila and 
continued:— 

“I know your Commandant. We have been 
friends, as she has told you, for many years. You 
are fortunate. I can easily imagine from what 
I have seen that you will find implicit obedience 
to her a very easy task, and from what I know per- 
sonally, I feel confident that you will always be 
led honestly, sincerely, and fearlessly. 

“May I take the liberty of offering to you one 
tiny little word of advice. All can not have the 
Same opportunities as you have for training and 
discipline. Remember in your dealing with others 
to be just and reasonable, tolerant and charitable. 
Remember, as I told you in the beginning, that 
one” small act of good example is fat more 
efficacious than hundreds of dogmatic and barren 
precepts. 

“T sincerely thank you all.” 

The parade ground was in the form of a 
Square surrounded on all sides by blocks of build- 
ings facing inwards. On the south side were the 
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Library, Reading Room, Lecture Rooms, and 
Broadcasting Station. On the west side wete the 
residential quarters forthe girls, including the 
quarters of the Lady Superintendent. Directly 
behind were the recreation grounds. On the east 
side were the residential quarters for the boys and 
the General Captain and directly behind were the 
playing fields. The north side were occupied 
with Gymnasium and the Swimming Tank. East 
and West were separate entities, but North, South, 
and Centre were common to all. At the back of 
the North block was a long stretch of level ground 
which served as an aerodrome. The aerodrome 
was bounded by a rifle range at one end and at 
the other end by a hangar. 

“Come along,” said Sheila, “and we'll have 
a look at the South Block whilst they are dispers- 
ing to their quarters.” 

The Library was well stocked with books, 
and the Reading Room was spacious and comfort- 
able, as were also the Lecture Rooms. Fred took 
a great interest in the Broadcasting Station which 
was fitted up with all the latest Sadgets. 

“What is the idea in having a Broadcasting 
Station,” asked Fred as they proceeded to the 
West Block to inspect the residential quarters 
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of the girls. 

“There are the usual advantages of any 
Broadcasting Station,” ‘replied Sheila, “but its 
biggest asset here is that it helps to remove indi- 
vidual inferiority complex, and also inspires energy 
and enthusiasm.” 

“In what way?” 

“Many of the boys and girls come from 
villages and small towns. The size of these Head- 
quatters even appear enormous to them in the 
beginning. They feel almost lost. When they 
think of India as a whole they feel puny and help- 
less, and are inclined to think that even their 
very best efforts cannot be of any great impor- 
tance. With the aid of Broadcasting not only 
India but the whole world is made to appear to 
them comparatively small, and consequently they 
are easily led to believe that the efforts of every 
single individual have a distinct significance.” 

“That point of view never struck me before,” 
rejoined Fred, “but it is perfectly obvious. The 
smaller the world becomes through improvements 
in scientific corhmunication, the more significant 
and important becomes the part played by the 
individual.” 

The: Lady. Sumenntepdenk: Baek cakes ok ceES 


THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 125 


entrance to the residential quarters. 

“I suppose I remain outside here,” said Fred, 
“antil this little lot is finished.” 

“Why?” queried Sheila. “Have “you any 
objection to seeing the quarters or the girls or 
both?” 

“I haven’t the slightest objection. In fact 
I was hoping to be allowed to enter the portals. 
I am sather curious.” 

“Do please come in, Mr. Smythe,” invited the 
Lady Superintendent. “The girls will be delight- 
ed to show you how good they are, and they are 
teally good.” , 

“The eternal vanity of the female,” laughed 
Fred. 

“T think that you are wrong in this particular 
case, even though I know you are only ragging,” 
smiled Sheila. “Every effort is being made to 
put a stop to any kind of foolish vanity but a 
justifiable pride in work is always encouraged.” 

The girls were divided into groups of ten, 
including the Group Leader, and to each group 
was assigned a dormitory. They stood to atten- 
tion by their beds as the Commandant passed 
along accompanied by the Group Leader. There 
was plenty of space and air in the dormitories but 
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no effeminate luxuries. ‘They were spartan in their 
simplicity. A nawar bed with blankets and a bol- 
ster none too soft. The blankets were folded 
neatly at the end of each bed according to a regula- 
tion pattern. There were no sheets or pillow- 
cases, 

“Everything is done by themselves,” ex- 
plained the Lady Superintendent to Fred. “They 
make their own beds and are responsible for the 
cleanliness and the orderliness of their dormitories. 
They encourage a spirit of healthy competition, 
a certificate of honour is given to the inmates of 
the best dormitory at the end 6f the year. Marks 
are allotted at the weekly inspection, so that those 
who want to compete for the coveted cettificate 
of honour must start right away from the very 
beginning.” 

“TI expect it is rather difficult to assign marks 
occasionally.”” 

“Towatds the end of the year it is almost 
impossible to differentiate between any of the 
dormitories. Marks lost in the beginning of the 
year are almost impossible to recover.’ 

“Those who have lost a good many marks 
in the beginning may be inclined to become slack.” 

The Lady Superintendent looked at Fred in 
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a kind of pitying amazement as she replied:— 

“T am afraid you do not understand the at- 
mosphere prevailing here, Mr. Smythe. The faint- 
est matk of disapproval from the Cortimandant 
is a disgrace not to be wiped out even by the 
acquisition of the most coveted badge of honour.” 

Fred began to realise more and more the ex- 
traordinary influence wielded by Sheila over all 
those with whom she came in contact. It was 
not merely the result of her natural gifts and 
specialised training. There was something much 
more, something incalculable and indefinable. He 
thought that he himself had experienced something 
of that influence a very short while ago when she 
whispered to him her happiness as she pinned on 
the lapel of his coat the badge of the League 
of Youth. The almost imperceptible trembling 
of her left fingets gave him an unaccountable 
thrill. 

“I think I am beginning to understand,” he 
quietly replied. 

The inspection of the dormitories was quickly 
over. Sheila had something to say to each Group 
Leader but Fred was too far behind to hear the 
actual words. They had a cursory glance at the 
recreation grounds which consisted of a hockey 
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field and some Badminton coutts. 

“We'll cut across now to the East Block,” 
said Sheila. “I do not want them uselessly stand- 
ing to attention for longer than is absolutely 
necessary.” 

Captain Umrao Singh met them at the entrance. 
There was the same arrangement for the boys 
except that the dormitories were larger and each 
group consisted of «twenty. The inspection 
was likewise carried out in the same manner. Each 
boy stood to attention by his bed as the Command- 
ant passed along. The playing fields of the boys 
comprised two hockey fields-and several volley- 
ball courts. Fred noticed that here too Sheila 
had always something to say to each Group 
Leader but he also noticed something very 
different. During the inspection of the residential 
quarters of the girls the Lady Superintendent 
chatted in a free and friendly manner with him 
as they walked behind the Commandant and the 
Group Leader. Captain Umrao Singh walked 
beside him silent as the tomb, and completely 
unware of his existence. He never let his eyes once 
waver from the figure of the Commandant in front 
of him. Every movement, every gesture, every 
word was followed with a tense concentrated 
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expression which Fred endeavoured to analyse. 

“Here,” thought Fred, “is something more 
than erdinary zeal, devotion and loyalty.” 

He continued to watch him carefully and then 
suddenly the obvious solution dawned on him. 
Captain Umrao Singh was in love with Sheila. 
This discovery caused him distinct irritation and 
annoyance. A shadow shrouded happiness of 
an otherwise perfect day. The end of the inspec- 
tion, however, soon dispersed the fleeting shadow 
of unhappiness. 

“Excellent, as usual, Umrao Singh.” 

Umrao Singh licked his heels and smartly 
saluted. 

“Thank you, Commandant.” 

“By the way I shall want my plane at two 
o’clock this afternoon. I am taking Mr. Smythe 
to see the detachment at Rumballa. Will you see 
that everything is ready, please?” 

“Very good, Commandant.” 

“I hope to be back about five o’clock. Good- 
morning, Umrao Singh.” 

Fred could see nothing in this exchange but 
the willing obedience of the subordinate and 
the courteous condescension of the Commandant. 
That was a barrier which Umrao Singh would 
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never ctoss without. Sheila’s acquiescence, and he 
somehow felt convinced that Sheila’s acquiescence 
would not be forthcoming. Everything was 
as it should be for the present. He could not 
very well blame Umrao Singh for falling in love 
with Sheila. His irritation and annoyance chang- 
ed to pity and compassion. 

Sheila looked at her watch and found that 
it was after twelve o’€lock. : 

“We'll just have time,” she said, -“*to- have 
a glimpse at the Swimming Tank and the Gymnasi- 
um. You'll see the aerodrome in the afternoon.” 

They crossed over to the’ North Block. The 
Swimming Tank was covered and taised well 
above the level of the ground. ‘The water, when 
emptied, was used to flood the playing fields and 
the parades ground, so that the grass lawns were 
always kept in good condition. The Gymnasium 
was built on rather an extensive scale in order 
to provide a covered parade ground during in- 
clement weather. 

As they were driving back to lunch Sheila 
outlined the daily routine:— ; 

“Sunday, of course, is a kind of an off day. 
After the parade and the inspection they are free 
to do as they like. This gives them an opportunity 
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of framing their own programmes and also teaches 
them a certain amount of initiative. The remaining 
days of the week are pretty well filled up and there 
is very little free time.” me 

“What do they do as a rule when left to them- 
selves?” ; 

“Various things. Outfits are repaired, diaries 
are written up, and the surrounding country is 
well explored both on bicycle and on foot. At 
the end of the year there is scarcely a spot within 
a radius of twenty miles which has not been travers- 
ed at some time or other.” 

“What is the ordinary day like?” 

“Pretty strenuous. There is the reveille 
at five in the morning. At seven o’clock the gene- 
ral roll-call is followed by Physical Training 
which is common, From eight to eleven the 
boys and girls are separated. The boys are put 
through a practical course of military training 
comprising drill, signalling, and musketry. The 
girls are put through a practical course of domes- 
tic economy and Red Cross work. Between two 
and three-thirty there ate lectures in connection 
with the ‘practical work of the following day, 
and from four to six, there are compulsory 
games. Lights out at nine o’clock. Whenever 
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possible, as it is here at Headquatters, wireless 
and flying are introduced into the curriculum.” 

“That is pretty stfenuous indeed, but there 
seem to be three fairly long gaps, namely from 
five to seven, from eleven till two, and from six 
to nine.” 

“Those gaps are more apparent than real. 
First of all there is the question of food. There 
is a light meal at six-thirty, and one of their two 
principal meals at eleven-thirty. Again some 
light refreshment at three-thirty, and their second 
meal is at seven o’clock in, the evening. You 
must temember that there ate no setvants. 
All the arrangements for cooking, attendance, 
and washing-up are managed by themselves. 
Sweepers and dhobies are allowed in the beginning 
but even those are gradually eliminated.” 

“They scarcely have time to breathe.” 

“Oh yes, they have,” laughed Sheila. It is 
wonderful how quickly things get done by enthu- 
siasm and willing co-operation. There is never any 
undue haste ot worry but there is no time for 
loitering or day-dreaming.” 

“As Jim the Stationmaster in Garnacanty 
would say, ‘sure there’s plenty of time but if you 
dan hurry on vou'll be late” ” 
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“Or words to that effect, as they say in the 
Army,”? rejoined Sheila. 

Lunch was a very cheery meal. Fred delight- 
ed the heart of Sheila and also of her father by his 
encomiums on all that he had seen during the 
morning. The talk easily switched on to Gar- 
nacanty, and Fred delighted them still more by 
retailing in the Irish vernacular the solicitous 
enquiries about the Princess and the Nabob. 

“Come along, Fred,” said Sheila, jumping 
up from the table. “Punctuality is the thief of 
time.” 

“T never thought of it in that light before 
but, of course, you do undoubtedly down the 
blighter by stealing a march on him.” 

“By the way, Fred,” enquired Bannetji, 
“You're not nervous by any chance ?”” 

“Of what in particular?” 

“Flying, for example.” 

Fred laughed. 

“J just barely succeeded in being old enough 
to get a commission in the Air Force a few months 
before the end of the Great War.” 


CHAPTER SEVEN 


On the way to the aerodrome Sheila remark- 
ed:— 

“TI did not know you had been in the Air 
Force during the War. 

“Only for a very short time. I joined up in 
March 1918. Things weren’t going very well 
for us at that time, and the Recruiting Authotiti- 
€s were not very exacting about ages provided the 
standard measurements were duly satisfied. I 
wasn’t quite seventeen but I easily succeeded in 
coming up to the necessary requirements with 
tegard to height, chest measurement, and general 
physical fitness. As a matter of fact I looked mote 
like nineteen than seventeen and that was a distinct 
help. I had received a preliminary warning to hold 
myself in readiness as my name was on the next 
list for service abroad. I was never called upon. 
The War ended-in November.” 

“Were you glad or sorry?” 

“Now I am definitely glad that the War did 
come to an end and I also think that it lasted four 
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years too long. It should never have been started. 
Then, however, I was just as definitely sorry, as 
were all the other youngsters in the same batch. 
We thought we had been treated badly at the hands 
of fortune and that we were very unlucky the War 
had come to an end so soon.” 

“You must have been a very bloodthirsty 
young lot.” 

“Do you know I don’t think we were really. 
We never allowed our minds to dwell on the 
harrowing details of crashing planes, destruction, 
and death. We concentrated rather on the glory 
of service. We were all at the romantic stage, 
ot age, if you prefer to call it by that name, and 
all more or less idealists. Most of our day-dreams 
and ambitions were focussed on thrilling adven- 
tures and hairbreadth escape.” 

“Now I suppose you have developed into 
a hardened materialist.” 

“My daily routine and lack of leisure are doing 
their best to make me one but, so far, I think I 
have successfully stood the strain. I still try to 
cling to my own ideas and ideals in the midst of 
a cramping and soul-destroying . environment. 
This morning has been the most revivifying tonic 
T have experienced for ever such a long time.” 
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Sheila drove on for a while in silence, She 
also had an electrifying experience that morning. 
She was absolutely calm’and cool on parade until 
the moment she turned round to pin the badge 
of The League of Youth on the lapel of Fred’s 
coat. She had meant to perform the simple cete- 
mony in a dignified silence but at the last moment 
something beyond her control compelled her 
to whisper to him her happiness. The intimate 
proximity of pinning on the badge and even 
still more so, the look that accompanied the whis- 
pered reply thrilled her to the core. Fred’s sudden 
and unexpected question now aroused het from 
a pleasant reverie. 

“What kind of a fellow is Umrao Singh?” 

“Umrao Singh,” repeated Sheila, half dazed 
for'the fraction of a second and wondering what 
was the association of ideas that made such a 
question possible. His definite denial of mate- 
tialism and his endeavour under difficulties to 
adhere to his romantic ideals added a second 
thrill. 

“Could it -be possible,” she thought in an 
unguarded moment, “that Fred is jealous?” 

She immediately brushed the idea aside as 
absolutely ridiculous. 
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“Don’t be a fool,” she said to herself. “Give 
up foolish day-dreams and get down to realities. 
Fred is a sincere friend. "He is genuinely interest- © 
ed in The League of Youth and is naturally an- 
xious to obtain first-hand information about all 
those who hold responsible positions.” 

“Yes,” rejoined Fred. “I must admit that 
he strikes me as very capable and efficient.” 

“He is extraordinarily efficient and capable 
and he gets on very well with the rectuits.” 

“How did you manage to get hold of him?” 

“Tn the usual way, by advertising. Though 
we offered only a very small salary we had hundreds 
of applications and what is more surprising still, 
very many applicants offered to give their services 
free. Umrao Singh also volunteered to give his 
services free and as he was easily the most.out- 
standing of all the other candidates with regard 
to qualifications, we asked him to come along 
for an interview.” 

“Wer?” queried Fred. 

“Tt’s not the royal ‘we’, Fred,” laughed Sheila. 
“Pm not conceited, at least not-more so than I 
ever was before. I meant, of course, my father 
and myself. Umrao Singh’s appearance and 
behaviour at the interview cqualled his qualifica- 
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tions which were very excellent indeed.” 

“What kind is his previous history like?” 

“He Passed out from Sandhurst high up on 
the list and having spent a year with a British 
Battalion, was posted to the Rajputs. He remained 
with the Regiment until he obtained his Cap- 
taincy and a series of misfortunes, over which he 
had no control, compelled him to send in his 
resignation. First of alf his elder and only brother 
died and he was summoned home peremptorily. 
His father was a wealthy Zamindar and a Rajput 
of the old school. He ruled his family with a tod 
of iron and Umrao Singh nevet even dreamt for a 
single moment of disobeying the parental mandate. 
The death of his son preyed on the old man’s 
mind and within a year he himself was butied.” 

“I don’t see why Umrao Singh had to resign 
his commission if he was very keen on his pro- 
fession.”’ 

“Thereby hangs a significant little tale. ‘The 
old man had been a staunch loyalist as had been 
his father before him. Within recent years a 
slow but gradual change had occutred in his out- 
look. During the political troubles rent was 
difficult, and at times almost impossible, to collect 
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Government remained fixed and unalterable. This, 
the old man thought, was a decided injustice, 
and he naturally nursed’ a legitimate grievance. 
Smarting under this he became more susceptible 
than he otherwise would have been to the clarion 
call of the Congress. He began to recognise that 
the British Government was after all a foreign 
government and on his death-bed he exacted a 
promise from Umrao Singh that he would devote 
his life and his property to the service of India.” 

As Fred listened he recognised the truth of the 
significant little tale. It was not an isolated case. 
Many zamindars had loyally and faithfully served 
the British Government. They understood the 
enormous advantages conferred by a peaceful 
and stable rule. Times were changing rapidly. 
India was caught in the maelstrom of the world- 
wide state of fux. ‘The old and established order 
was beginning to show obvious signs of totterings 
if not of actually collapsing. Doubt and anxiety, 
vacillation and uncertainty, were rampant every- 
where. The bug-beat of compromise made 
matters “even still worse. Loyal friends were 
alienated by a tendency to appease openly-avowed 
enemies. 
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to attention at the hangar when Fred and Sheila 
atrived. The *plane was ready for an immediate 
start. . 

“Sorty, Umrao Singh,” said Sheila. “I did 
not mean to put you to the bother of coming 
down here. I thought you would pass on the 
order.” 

“Tt is no bother, Commandant, and besides 
I personally wanted té see that everything was 
all right.” 

“Thank you very much, Umrao Singh,” 
replied Sheila climbing into the pilot’s seat. 

Fred, with the eye of an expert watched the 
take-off which was perfect. Sheila after short 
circles to gain height and position steered straight 
for Rumballa which they reached in just under the 
hour. The detachment was on parade, eagerly 
awaiting the arrival of the Commandant. All 
eyes were turned upwards to catch the first glimpse 
of the black and white ’plane in the sky, and never 
left it until it taxied gracefully to halt less than 
a hundred yards from where they were stationed. 

Sheila was received by the Lady Superinten- 
dent and the General Captain to whom she intro- 
duced Fred. She then inspected the parade and 
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ing by saying:— 

“Remember the motto of The League of 
Youth, ‘Paratus ad Omnia’. Repeat it to your- 
selves when you first wake up in the morning. 
Repeat it again to yourselves when at the end of 
a strenuous day you are composing yourselves 
to rest at night. Repeat it to yourselves at odd 
moments throughout the day. When the year 
comes to a close I confidently expect that each 
one of you will be qualified to live up to that 
motto. You are now in the course of prepara- 
tion. It is a hard preparation, and it is designedly 
hard so that those only will pass out from here 
who are fit in every way to take up the responsi- 
ble position of leadership. There may be times 
when some of you will feel down-hearted, discon- 
tented, and depressed. On such occasions let your 
minds dwell on the glorious cause to which you 
have devoted your lives. Work on doggedly and 
determinedly. It may be a source of consolation 
to you to remember then that your country does 
not expect the impossible but it does expect and 
demand the best that is in each of you.” 

The grounds were not as extensive as at 
Headquarters. The parade ground also served 
as the recreation ground for the girls, and the 
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boys had their playing fields in the aerodrome. 
Moreover the buildings were not complete. The 
residential quarters wore finished. Alsq the 
Reading Room and most of the Lecture Rooms. 
There was no Broadcasting Station. The Swim- 
ming Tank and the Gymnasium were under pro- 
cess of construction. They had a spacious ex- 
panse of country for the aerodrome but as yet 
there were no planes.’ There were signs every- 
where of an invigorating enthusiasm and a stirring, 
virile, pushing life. 

At Headquarters the word had got round that 
the Commandant would be coming back to the 
aerodrome about five o’clock. Long before that 
time the boys and girls had collected in little 
gtoups about the hangar scanning the sky for her 
expected approach. The drone of the engine, 
clearly distinct in the still winter atmosphere, 
heralded her advent. Very soon the black and 
white ’plane was sighted. The tiny speck gradually 
loomed larger and eventually spiralled to the 
ground with the effortless ease and grace of a 
golden eagle gliding in the heights above deep 
mountain valleys. 

Assoonas Sheila climbed out of the *plane there 
was a tremendous ovation. She walked towards 
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the little groups who immediately formed them- 
selves into an orderly circle around her. She 
related to them the news from the Rumballa detach- 
ment and the details were listened to with rapt 
attention. Fred watched the proceedings with 
a kind of fascination. The tall slim figure in her 
dapper uniform surrounded by her admiring 
smartly-clad company formed a very pleasing and 
animated picture. 7 

“Tt seems to me, he thought, that this enthu- 
siastic band has translated the abstract love of 
country into a concrete idolised worship of a 
beloved heroine.” 

After tea at the bungalow, Sheila stood up, 
remarking:— 

“You are staying on for dinner, of course, 
Fred, aren’t you?” 

“Pm sorry I can’t, Sheila, much as I should 
like to. I am dining with the Commissioner this 
evening.” 

“Anyhow you need not leave for some time 
yet. I have some urgent correspondence to deal 
with but I shall come back as soon asI can. Iam 
sure you and my father will find plenty to say to 
each other in the meantime.” 

_ ©T haven’t had much chance of saying anything 
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so far,” said Bannerji smiling. 

“Neither, I’m afraid, has Fred,” laughed 
Sheila. “Well you both can have. your innings 
now undisturbed.” 

The two men smiled at each other as Sheila 
went out of the room with easy, swinging, energe- 
tic strides. 

“How does she manage to keep going?” 
enquired Fred. 

“She is perfectly fit and she loves her work. 
I think it is a splendid example of “The labour we 
delight in, physics pain.’” 

“She has got a magnificent show running here 
and at Rumballa, which, was only started a short 
time ago, absolutely surprised me. The work must 
be enormous. She is the sole connecting authority 
between the Lady Superintendents and the 
General Captains in over one thousand branches 
and in addition she is the undisputed head of the 
whole organisation which must involve multifari- 
ous and pressing problems of all kinds. Take 
the case of my own work, for example. I have 
charge of only one district but Sheila’s jurisdiction 
spreads over the whole of India. My files alone 
are quite sufficient to keep me going all day 
and sometimes even part of the night but they 


THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 145 


can’t be anything like the extent of her corres- 
pondence.” 

“Her correspondence. is practically negligi- 
ble.” * 

“How is that possible? Even if she received 
only one letter a week from each of the various 
branches it would mean nearly two hundred letters 
a day.” : 

“{ doubt if she receives even one hundred 
letters ina month, She has her office, and it is her 
office and her office alone. There are no personal 
assistants, no stenographers, no accountants, no 
typists, no recorders, and no dispatchers. Still she 
has her finger on the pulse of the whole organi- 
sation and the organisation is running smoothly 
and perfectly.” 

“This is almost incredible.” 

“Superficially yes, but the obvious formula 
on which the organisation is based renders it 
ridiculously simple.” 

“And the formula is?” 

“Trust.” 

“T still do not undetstand.” | 

“As an example I'll take the case of your own 


work. “You hold a responsible post, don’t you?” 
6Vec T do” 
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“To what extent exactly are you trusted?” 

Fred hesitated a while before replying. THis 
question of trust had always been a sore poin 
with hifn. From the very beginning of his service 
he found himself tied hand and foot by codes, 
tules, and regulations. Practically no initiative 
was allowed. A good deal of valuable time wa: 
wasted in making sure that a foot-note to a sub- 
clause of a minor division of one of the multitudin. 
ous larger divisions of one of the innumerible 
fundamental rules was not violated. Occasionally 
the proper interpretation of an insignificant foot- 
note Ied to voluminous and even acrimonious 
correspondence. 

“The irreducible minimum,” he replied with 
a certain amount of bitterness. “A futile attempt 
has been made to compile all possible and imagin- 
able contingencies with their solutions in a book 
of words. Times are changing rapidly but the 
book of words remains as unalterable as the book 
of fate.” 

“That alone must involve a good deal of 
correspondence.” 

“Of course it does. It also involves a good 
deal of waste of valuable time along with a use- 
less dissipation of energy in an endeavour to keep 
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cool, especially in the hot weather. By the way 
did you ever hear the story of the loss of the 
‘First Reminder’?” : 

“1 don’t think I did.” 

“Once upon a time there was a senior Collec- 
tor in charge of a very large district. He knew 
his district well and he liked it. The people in 
the district liked him too, because he was human 
and unconventional. He never made mountains 
out of mole-hills, and he trusted his common 
sense father than the book of words. At his own 
bungalow in his dak one morning he found a 
registered letter addressed to him by name and 
marked personal. Ripping open the cover he 
found a sealed envelope marked secret and con- 
fidential. It was a request to send on to Govern- 
ment an immediate explanation as to why Funda- 
mental Rule 575, Section 109, Sub-clause 37(z) 
had been contravened. He was also requested 
to see the foot-note in this connection. He had 
privately settled a law suit by a compromise which 
was gladly accepted by both the parties. If the 
law case had been proceeded with, the result, 
no matter which way the verdict went, would in 
all probability have led to a very serious conse- 
quence in tegard to the peace of his district. 
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After due deliberation he tore up the communica- 
tion into tiny scraps, and placed them cheerfully 
in the waste-paper basket. In due course, after 
a couple of months he received another registered, 
secret and confidential letter, which was blatantly 
marked on the top in red ink and in block capitals, 
‘First Reminder’. Again the communication was 
torn into tiny scraps and cheerfully consigned to 
the waste-paper basket. After another couple of 
months the second reminder made its appearance. 
The Collector now decided that it was high time 
to take a hand in the little game. He regretted 
to have to inform Government that the ‘First 
Reminder’ did not seem to have been received 
by his office, and kindly requested that the des- 
patch of the same might be verified. 

“The ball was now set merrily a-tolling and 
the game started in right down earnest. The two 
offices, never on friendly terms, were immediately 
up in arms, and they determined to rebut with 
justifiable recrimination the unwarranted accusa- 
tion of inefficiency and incompetence. The Sec- 
tetariat pointed out in terms of pitying sarcasm 
that a mistake could not possibly have occurred 
in their office. The dispatcher, who had been in 
the service of the Government for more than 
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fifteen yeats, was one of their most tried and trust- 
ed servants. The Collectof’s office retorted that 
their recorder had literally Srown old in the service 
of the Government and was never yet known to 
have made even a single mistake in his unselfish 
and praiseworthy devotion to duty which had 
lasted fot well-nigh a quarter of a century.” 

“The swollen-headed sods in the Secretariat,” 
said the Collectot’s office. 

“The ignorant incompetent fools in the mo- 
fussil,” shrieked the Secretariat. 

“The Collector’s office, confident in their 
righteous indignation, made an unfortunate faux 
pas. They suggested that the simplest and most 
obvious course was to refer the matter to the 
Post Office authorities for verification. By this 
time the correspondence had been going on for 
many months, and the Post Office authorities 
took many more months to trace out the details of 
a single registered letter which was alleged to have 
been posted the best part of a year before. “Magna 
est veritas et prevalebit?. The receipt for the 
registered letter which contained the now famous 
‘First Reminder’? was eventually produced by 
the Post Office authorities but unfortunately the 
signature was illegible. 
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“The Collector’s office was in the dumps. 
The Secretariat crowed but not for very long. 
The Collector personally took up the matter 
-and corresponded direct with the Head of the 
department concerned. He took full responsibi- 
lity for the mistake which had unfortunately 
occurred. The letter in question had never really 
been received in his office. It had come in his 
personal dak. He had very carefully put it away, 
so carefully in fact, that he was never able to find 
it again, He tendered the most profuse apologies 
for any insinuations made unwittingly and un- 
consciously, but under the peculiar circumstances, 
somewhat excusable and suggested that as the 
efficiency of the office was no longer in question 
and also as the matter in hand had been unavoid- 
ably and unconscionably protracted, the incident 
might be considered as satisfactorily closed. The 
Head of the department concerned thanked his 
_ Stars that the beastly affair had been settled once 
and for all and heartily agreed with the motion 
for closure.” 

“What happened about the explanation called 
for with regard to the contravention of the regula- 
tions ?” 

“That, as the Collector definitely intended, 
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had been successfully side-tracked to an academic 
disquisition on trivial detafls. I think that little 
story, probably founded of fact but slightly elabo- 
rated by fiction, will give you a fairly accurate 
idea of the extent to which a Collector holding a 
responsible position is trusted, and also show 
you the unnecessary delays and difficulties with 
which he is confronted on that account.” 
“Suppose for a moment that the policy was 
entirely reversed, and that when you came out to 
India, after a due apprenticeship of course, you 
were given sole charge of a district with the terse 
order to carry on, and with the understanding 
that if you were a failure you were fired. Would 
that position meet with your approval ?” 
“Whole-heartedly and entirely. I could then 
settle down and do a real job of work.” 
“That,” explained Bannerji, “is what I actually 
mean by the formula of ‘Trust’, on which is based 
the organisation of the League of Youth. ‘There 
is no formidable book of words. There are, of 
course, regulations but they are so few and so 
simple that every neophyte within a week of his 
initiation knows them by heart.” 
“But surely there must be minor difficulties 
especially in the case of new branches.” 
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“All minor difficulties must be settled by the 
branches concerned id their own way.” 

“Are there no reports of progress, monthly 
quarterly, or even annually?” 

“No. Why should there be when once the 
principle of ‘Trust’ is conceded? Progress is 
the natural corollary of hard and conscientious 
work. Only the cases of those are reported who 
have been eliminated as unfit for further service 
and so far the number has been extraordinarily 
small.” 

“The organisation and all its details are as- 
tounding, but, as I have already asked you this 
morning, what is the specific aim behind the 
general idea of the welfare of the country?” 

“Iam going to speak to you very frankly, 
Fred. The specific aim behind the general 
idea of the welfare of the country is the obvious 
fundamental principle that you will never get any- 
thing in this world you are not strong enough 
to take and that you will never keep anything you 
are not strong enough to hold. Our politicians 
ate demanding freedom and independence as 
their tight. They shut their eyes before the ob- 
ject lessons of Abyssinia and China. Might is 
the only right that is recognised in the world at 
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the present day.” 

“You believe then inf’ armed revolution with 
its bloodshed and violencé, its chaos and confusion 
its inevitable waste and destruction?” 

“I personally do not believe in bloodshed 
and violence but I can not ignore the fact that they 
ate the concomitants of the generally accepted 
principle of might. As a matter of fact it is with 
a view to lessen the possibilities of sanguinary con- 
flicts in India that I planned out a strenuous course 
of military training for the League of Youth.” 

“That sounds slightly paradoxical.” 

“The paradox is more apparent than real. 
Ttaly would never have dreamt of annexing Abys- 
sinia if the latter had been prepared to put up a 
strenuous defence, and Japan, conscious of her 
superiority in armament and organisation, boldly 
launches an attack on China, a country with a ten 
times superiority in population and twenty times 
in expanse of territory. I want India to be spared a 
similar fate. If there happened to be a successful in- 
vasion of India in the morning our politicians 
would immediately table an unanimous and empha- 
tic resolution against the unwarranted and unjusti- 
fable act of aggression perpetrated on a democra- 
tic and peace-loving nation. China and Abyssinia 
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“A successful invavion is scatcely within the 
region of practical politics just at present.” 

“What looked impossible yesterday becomes 
probable to-day and will become the ébvious 
to-morrow.” 

“Oracular and cryptical.” 

“Only plain common sense. Look at the 
position of the world at the present time. Every 
nation on the face of the globe is feverishly arm- 
ing. .The opposing forces have already been 
divided into clearly defined groups. Germany, 
Italy and Japan are on the one side. Russia, 
France, and England are on the other. The 
Spanish turmoil is an indirect preliminary trial of 
strength. It is conceivable that saner counsels may 
eventually prevail and that a world conflict may be 
avoided, but it is also conceivable and even 
more probable that there will be a general confla- 
gration. Inthat case India may easily become the 
cockpit of the East. Foreign armies on Indian soil 
whilst four hundred million Indians look on hope- 
lessly and helplessly. They sce their country 
desolated and devastated, their unrivalled treasures 
stolen or destroyed, and their towns and cities, their 
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their harbours, a series of irreparable ruins. And 
all this, as in the case of” Belgium, through no 
fault of their own.” ¢ 

“Aren’t you taking rather too péssimistic 
a view of the situation ?” 

“1 do not think so. I am endeavouring to 
visualise realities and it is always well to be pre- 
pared for the worst.” 

“There is the Indian Army which will gladly 
defend their hearths and homes.” 

“What will be the use of half a dozen divisions 
against massed hordes of foreign ageression ?* 

“The Indians themselves will surely flock to 
the standard in defence of theit country.” 

“Untrained men can do very little against 
metal and machinery. If wat does break out, 
it will break out suddenly and under ordinary 
circumstances there would be no trained men to 
meet the crisis. Now you can see the object of 
the League of Youth. Already we have a quarter 
of a million trained young men who form a cadre 
which can very easily and quickly be expanded to 
a million and even more.” 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


Bannerji took up a large atlas and “opened 
it at a combined map of Asia and Europe. Fred 
was taken by surprise. 

“What is the idea?” enquired Fred. 

“Have a little patience and T'll do my best 
to make it clear to you. I shall have to go back 
a few years in order to make the story more ex- 
plicit but Pll be as brief as I possibly can.” 

“Please don’t be brief on my account. I am 
not the least bit impatient and I am most eaget 
to learn all the details, All this is not only inter- 
esting but most intriguing.” 

Bannerji took up a pencil and pointed to 
France. 

“You remember the French Revolution ?” 

“Naturally.” 

“That is the real origin of the present trouble. 
The French Revolution meant the tise of the 
proletariat and the temporary abolition of the 
monarchy. It created a European conflagration. 
The struggle then started has been waged con- 
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tinuously for over a century and a quarter. The 
power of the proletariat gave rise to Socialism, 
Communism, and Bolshevism, and there is very 
little difference between the generally “accepted 
idea of monarchy in those days and the modern 
ideas of Fascists and Dictators. There is this 
great difference, however, at the present time. 
In the days before the French Revolution it was 
the right divine of kings and aristocrats to govern 
at their own caprice the people whom they tre- 
garded as little better than serfs or slaves. The 
bloody strife which followed was mainly between 
classes, between the aristocrat, and the peasant 
and the bourgeois. Nowadays we are heading 
for a clash between Democracy and Autectacy. 
The result will be a world-wide conflagration. 

“By the end of the Great War Democracy was 
apparently at the zenith of its power. The Tsar 
had been murdered and the Kaiser had been sent 
into exile. Austria, Hungary, Spain and Portugal 
were all de facto republics. There was scarcely 
a single crowned head in the whole of Europe. 
England was essentially democratic and Italy demo- 
cratic in name. Within recent years, however, a 
remarkable change has occurred. Democracy, like 
o’ervaulting ambition, seems to have ‘overleapt itself 
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and fallen on the other side’. Dictators have sprung 
up one after another in Rome and Turkey, Germany 
and Austria, Italy and Spain. The old universal 
historical cycle is being repeated in all its stages 
before out vety eyes. From Autocracy to Demo- 
cracy, and back again from Democracy to Auto- 
cracy. The end is always the same and inevitable, 
namely disruption and dissolution. Out of the 
ashes of dissolution God alone knows what will 
arise.” 

- Bannerji was lost in his own thoughts for a 
few ‘moments. . From times immemorial Empires 
had come and gone. For a brief space they had 
strutted on the stage of time and played their 
little parts. Babylon, Athens, Macedon, and Rome 
were memories of the past. The Holy Roman 
Empire, the Ottoman Empire, the Russian 
Empire, the French Empire and the German 
Empire were memories, but still only memories, 
of more recent date. India also for a fleeting 
moment had taken its place before the foot-lights 
in the passing show. 

“Tam afraid,” resumed Bannerji, “that I have 
gone somewhat off the main track. Anyhow the 
seed of revolution, transplanted from France 
germinated, fructified, and multiplied on Russian 


THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 15g 


soil. Look carefully at this map and observe 
the enormous expansé of tertitoty marked out as 
belonging to the United States of the Soviet 
Republic. Between the republics of France and 
Russia lies. Fascist Germany. To the south of 
Russia lies republican China. To the south of 
France lie the republics of Spain and Portugal. 
An alliance between France and Russia was the 
obvious solution to eradicate once and for all the 
obnoxious growth of Autocracy. England apd 
America were democratic on principle. Italy was 
considered as of no practical importance. 
“Germany naturally was not going to sit still 
and allow herself to be eradicated without a 
struggle. An alliance with Italy was followed 
almost immediately by an alliance with Japan. 
The check-mate was forestalled and a counter- 
offensive immediately launched. Germany tears 
to tiny shreds what remained of the Versailles 
Treaty. Italy annexes Abyssinia and proceeds to 
fortify strategic positions in the Red Sea and in 
the Mediterranean. Japan boldly attacks China. 
Almost within twelve months the position was 
entirely reversed. It is no longer a question of 
the isolation and eradication of Germany. It is 
~ now a question of the immediate adoption of the 
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boldest measures to prevent the separation and 
isolation of France and Russia.” 

“T am afraid,” remarked Fred, “that you are 
inclined’ to be too brief in your explanation. I 
haven’t quite grasped the point about the separa- 
tion and isolation of France and Russia.” 

“Let us take France first of all. Look at her 
position on the map. She is surrounded by Ger- 
many, Austria, Italy and Spain. The idea is that 
Austria will be absorbed by Germany and that 
Spain will become Fascist. Thus France becomes 
completely isolated and the communications with 
her African possessions precarious in the extreme.” 

“That is all very fine and large but before 
that comes to pass there would be very serious 
complications.” 

“Granted,” replied Bannerji, “but I am out- 
lining for you a general scheme which, I can assure 
you on reliable authority, is not founded on mere 
conjecture or hypothesis.” 

Fred was impressed by the setious manner 
in which Bannetji spoke. He felt convinced that 
he was no longer dealing with imaginative specu- 
lations but with grim realities. 

Bannerji, again pointing to the map, continued: 


= 
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tria, Italy and Spain are pretty obvious and 
present no insuperable difficulties. The connections 
between Germany and Japan ate not so obvious.” 

“Yes,” admitted Fred, “it is rather “difficult 
to see whete Germany and Japan will join hands.” 

“They will join hands in India.” 

“An obvious impossibility.” 

“Not so obvious or impossible when you hear 
further details of the general scheme which has 
been carefully and thoroughly considered in all 
its aspects. The Germans are remarkable for 
their thoroughness with regard to details.” 

“There is a very big gap between Germany 
and India and an almost insuperable gap between 
India and Japan.” i 

“Tn the Great War direct communication 
between Germany and India just missed being 
successfully established.” 

“You mean the through train from Berlin 
to Baghdad.” 

“Yes, and it is more feasible now than it was 
evet before. From Baghdad there are two direct 
toutes to India. One goes over land to Quetta 
and Peshawar, and Karachi is very easy of access 
from the Persian Gulf.” 

“That is undoubtedly possible. I can easily 
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imagine a strong Fascist link between Berlin and 
Karachi or Quetta with the pivoting centre at 
Baghdad. What about the other end of the 
chain ? “ Surely Hong-Kong and Singapore would 
ptove rather formidable obstacles.” 

“The Eastern end of the chain, strange to say 
seems to have been taken almost for granted. 
Japan overruns South China. French Indo- 
China is swept up in the onward successful march. 
The frontiers of Burma are reached by an ovet- 
land route. Singapore ceases to be formidable, 
and Madras and Calcutta are exposed to direct 
attack. Thus Germany and Japan join forces in 
‘India, and Russia and France are not only separated 
but isolated.” 

“How is England accounted for in this scheme 
of things P” 

“As in the Great War all Germany’s lines 
of communication will be internal. Her fleet 
of pocket-battleships, cruisers, and submarines will 
be left free to deal with England.” 

“What a hope.” 

“Not so hopeless as it appears at first sight. 
Germany is no match for the whole might of the 
British Navy but the whole might of the British 
Navy will be considerably lessened owing to the 
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fact that it will have to be split up into four great 
divisions, namely, the Home Fleet, the Mediterra- 
nean Fleet, and Fleet in the Far East, and a strong 
Fleet for the protection of transport. The mere 
question of transport will be extraordinarily diffi- 
cult. ‘The Mediterranean may not be a practical 
proposition. There will only remain the long 
voyage around by the Cape.” 

‘What about America >” 

“America may take some time to make up her 
mind about joining in the fray but when she does 
eventually come in, her strength will be lessened 
in proportion to the distance she is from the 
scene of operations.” : 

“The best laid schemes of mice and men 

Gang aft aglee.” 

“TI quite agree with you but there is one thing 
sure and certain.” 

“What is that ?” 

“If there is going to be a war, and the proba- 
bilities are rather for than against, then India will 
be well within the vortex of hostilities. That is 
my sole concern at the present moment. How are 
we in India going to be best prepared to meet 
that eventuality ?’” 

“Ought not that to be the sole concern of the 
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Government of India >” 

“T am sorry, Fred, for appearing to be conceit- 
ed enough to dare to poach on the preserves of the 
Government of India but I would ask you to have 
a little more patience. What I have said so far 
is mainly introductory. I have not yet come to 
the pith of the story.” 

“I am beginning to realise that a story is a 
kind of misnomer for what you have just been 
telling me. More fact than fiction, I should 
imagine.” 

“Shall we say,” replied Bannerji smiling, “a 
fairly authoritative statement of the past and 
present with an intelligent anticipation of the 
future.” 

“Right. Carry on. I am all agog to hear 
about the future.” 

“IT am afraid we have not yet quite finished 
with the present. You mentioned just now that 
precautionary measures ought to be the sole 
concern of the Government of India with regard 
to the security of the country. I agree with you 
that it ought tg be but unfortunately it is far from 
being the case. The sole concern of the Govern- 
ment of India is to carry out the orders of 
Whitehall.” 
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“As far as India is concerned, that comes 
to the same thing, doesn’t it ?” 

“Not necessarily and not always. The con- 
cetn of Whitehall is for the British Empire as 4 
whole and not for any one portion of it in parti- 
colar. When there is a clash of interests the 
whole naturally predominates.” 

“There can be no clash of interests where the 
secutity of India is concerned.” 

“There can, and there is a definite clash .at 
the present moment. The pity of it is that the 
interests are really identical and the present clash 
weakens both the part as well as the whole.” 

“To what in particular do you refer?” 

“Internal security. In view of what I have 
just told you and of the dangerous position of 
India on the outbreak of hostilities, it is essential that 
there should be as large a trained military force 
as possible in the country. What is the position 
at present ? There are far lessthana quarter of a 
million trained troops. This is ridiculous for a 
country of the size of India whose population runs 
to four hundred millions. It is absurd and even 
farcical when you contrast it with the position 
in other countries. The present armed forces 

~ of Japan, Italy, and Germany, roughly approximat- 
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ed, would amount to ten million and within six 
months even that ptodigious number could easily 
be doubled.” 

“Indian Politicians are already crying out 
against the crushing burden of taxation involved 
in the expenditure on the present admittedly in- 
adequate force.” 

“Indian Nationalists have been clamouring 
for generations for the Indianisation of the Army 
and within recent years have been forcibly voicing 
their demands for the compulsory military train- 
ing of their educated youth.” : 

“The two things appear to me to be incon- 
sistent.” 

“The inconsistency arises from the fundamen- 
tal diversity of two completely different angles 
of vision. You talk about Indian Politicians. 
I am talking about Indian Nationalists. You 
fondly imagined that the authorities at Whitehall 
are Patriots, whereas they are merely Politicians.” 

“Oh, look here,” exclaimed Fred, “that is 
pretty tall, you know, just hold on for a moment 
until I get my bearings properly.” 

Bannetji smiled as he saw Fred placing his head 
between his hands in deep concentration. Sheila 
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him as if he were his own son. He had been a 
very close ftiend of Fred’s father but he had 
become even on more intimate terms with Fred 
himself. Fred to his mind was an ideal “type of 
manhood. Physically fit, mentally balanced, 
steadfast, sincere, and straight-forward. He knew 
that Fred was more or less disgruntled and dis- 
satisfied with the present state of affairs in India 
but he also knew that as long as Fred was in the 
Service he would at all costs discharge whatever 
duties were imposed upon him both loyally and 
‘ conscientiously. 

Fred on the other hand was suddenly struck 
by the discrimination between Nationalists and 
Politicians. He knew many Indian Nationalists 
and they were men of integrity. Their lives 
were an example of self-sacrifice and self-abnega- 
tion in the interests of their country. He was also 
acquainted with many Politicians at home and 
he had to confess to himself that their main 
characteristics were self-interest and self-aggran- 
disement. Naturally the angles of vision of Nation- 
alists and Politicians might not always coincide 
and sometimes they might be as poles apart. 

“T think,” he remarked after a little while, 
“J am beginning to see the drift of your meaning, 
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but the point is not yet quite clear in my 
mind.” . 

“The question of the Internal Security of India 
is rathef a good case in point. Indian Nationalists 
naturally grumble at the huge expenditure which 
they are called upon to pay for the upkeep of a 
foreign army of occupation, They would will- 
ingly pay twice as much for the upkeep of a purely 
National Army. Nervous Politicians at home 
look askance at the idea of a National army for two 
teasons. First of all India provides an ideal free 
training ground for British troops and secondly, 
the lesson, even with bitter previous experience, 
has not yet been learnt that no country at the 
ptesent day, whether small or large, can be held 
indefinitely by fear and physical force. What 
is the result of the present state of affairs? In case 
of an invasion only one part of the Army in India 
would be available for resistance. The other 
pottion would be required to police the country. 
That is the outcome of the present policy of mis- 
trust and shows pretty clearly, I think, the clash 
of interests.” _ 

“T am afraid,” admitted Fred, “that argument 
sounds very forcible.” 
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ed Bannerji, “if you were to consider the conse- 
quences which would have followed from a policy 
of trust. A contented India, as a friendly ally, 
would be a tower of strength, whereas a discontent- 
ed India is a menace and a danger.” 

“There are Politicians in India as well as 
Nationalists,” suggested Fred. 

“T grant you that willingly and Iam prepared 
to go even further by stating that there are Patriots 
in England as well as Politicians. Major Cath- 
catt is a shining and glorious example.” 

“Here comes the pith of the story. I expect.” 

“You ate quite right. It is people like your 
father and Major Cathcart and Mabel Davenant 
which bid me to hope that even yet misunderstand-’ 
ing may be removed and a saner policy pursued, 
You know already the relations that existed bet- 
ween your father and myself, and also the very 
high esteem with which I regarded Mabel. It was 
in connection with Mabel that I first got an insight 
into the sterling character of Major Cathcart. They 
wete married from my house and naturally I saw a 
good deal of him before the marriage. The more I 
knew him the better I liked him and moreovet 
I felt that the liking was reciprocated. It was only 

. in London, however, when I became High Commis- 
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sioner, that our mutual liking developed into a 
teal intimate friendship.” 4 

“You saw him frequently, I suppose, on ac- 
count of Mabel’and Sheila.” 

“TI also saw-him frequently on account of a 
sectet and confidential affair in which, I am glad 
to say I was able to give him some assistance. 
The secret and confidential affair was the internal 
security of India. Do you know anything about the 
history of Major Cathcart?” 

“Only what Sheila told me about him.” 

“What exactly did she tell you? I am an- 
xious to know. Very often a little knowledge gives 
a false perspective and I should hate to think that 
one of my heroes was not properly appreciated 
by my youngest and dearest friend.” 

They wete sitting side by side at the desk with 
the map infront of them. Bannerji, in order to em- 
phasize the truth of his last remark, placed his hand 
lightly on Fred’s shoulder. Fred was again im- 
ptessed by the gravity in which the remark was 
made but perhaps even mote so by the open avowal 
of affection and the frank and friendly gesture. 

“As far as I remember,” he said after a short 
pause, “Sheila gave me skeleton outlines into 
which any details micht be Glled. A ccidier wha 
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didn’t look like a soldier but a man who was very 
charming and amusing and extensively travelled. 
He was very wealthy and prematurely retired from 
the Army on his marriage.” . 

“Those indeed ate skeleton outlines as you 
will easily understand from his real history. Major 
Cathcart was a brilliant soldier. He passed first 
on the list into the Staff College and also passed 
out first. After passing out he did not know which 
dissatisfied him the more, the routine duties of a 
Regimental Officer or the more tedious work on the 
Staff. Though to all outward appearances he was 
calm and unassuming, he was filled with an all- 
consuming restless energy. Every spot of leave 
he was able to secure was spent on travel and 
treks. At first those journeys were undertaken 
merely for the sake of working off some of his 
feverish energy, but gradually they took on a 
definite shape. Perhaps there is no man living 
at present who knows more about Russia, China, 
and Japan than Major Cathcart. 

“He collected the most exhaustive and de- 
tailed information about those three countries. 
Their internal and external policies, their finances, 
and their armaments were ail carefully noted 
down and passed on to the Intelligence Depart- 
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ment of the War Office. Eventually it was sug- 
gested to him that he should resign his commis- 
sion in the Army and come on to the unattached 
list of the Secret Service. To this he assented 
without the slightest hesitation. It was a great 
sacrifice. He gave up an honourable public career 
in which he would undoubtedly have tisen to 
the very highest rank and became an unknown 
and insignificant cipher. Besides the Chief of the 
Intelligence Department, there were only two 
other people who were aware of what he had 
done, namely his wife and myself. 

“The Chief was another excellent specimen 
of a true English patriot. Major Cathcart intro- 
duced me to him and the three of us had long 
and frequent conversations. The subject-matter 
of our discourse was always the same, namely 
the Internal Security of India. It was in this 
connection that I was able to be of some aassist- 
ance to Major Cathcart. According to the 
information in possession of the Chief the arrange- 
ments made for the Internal Security of India left 
nothing to be desired both with regard to the armed 
forces and the loyalty of the population. I 
quickly disillusioned him about the loyalty of the 
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resolutions passed unanimously and with accla- 
mation at mass meetings of the people, and 
copies of resolutions tabled for the | various 
Councils and Assemblies, all unequivocally stat- 
ing that India would not take hand, of part 
in the next war. Major Cathcart was able to 
disillusion him about the adequacy of the armed 
forces. 

“The Chief was eventually convinced himself 
but that did not bring us very far forward. His 
duty was simply to place the information at his 
disposal before the military and political authori- 
ties. The military authorities were duly impressed 
about the inadequacy of the arrangements made 
for the Internal Security of India and hastened 
to imptess their views on the political authorities. 
The political authorities, otherwise the politicians, 
simply guffawed. They told the military authori- 
ties to mind their own business and get on with 
their own particular job. They told the Chief 
to use more discrimination in the selection of 
reliable information. They wanted facts, not - 
fiction. They further remarked, scathingly that 
the originators of those imaginative suggestions 
should first of all be dismissedefrom the Service, 

. if indeed they had ever unfortunately been em- 
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ployed, and then medically examined as suitabl 
subjects for a lunatic asylum. 

“The Chief was very glum and discontentec 
when we all three met later to discuss the result: 
of the conferences. I think the reference to fact: 
and fiction must have rattled him considerably.” 

“Good God,’ he exclaimed, ‘those damnec 
politicians are enough to drive one mad. Every. 
thing is put down as fiction that does not fit ir 
with their idiotic preconceived theories. For the 
past twenty years they have been uniformly suc- 
cessful in making an unholy mess of things in 
general. They started off with the most egregi- 
ous political blunder of all times, namely the 
Treaty of Versailles. An unnecessary welter of 
confusion was stirred up in Ireland with the te- 
sult that the Irish Free State became the republican 
Hire. Egypt is lost to the British Empire. The 
vacillating policy adopted over the question of 
Abyssinia made our politicians the laughing-stock 
of the whole world, and England suddenly degen- 
erated into the ranks of a third-rate power. They 
concealed from the British Public, of whose inter- 
est they were supposed to be the sole custodians, 
the alarming increase in the rate of rearmament 
in other countties in otdet to ensure 2 victory 
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at the polls in the ensuing General Election. Their 
crowning imbecility and the most exasperating of 
all is the fact that they pat themselves on the back, 
and confer Knighthoods and Earldoms on each 
other for services to the State duly rendered.’” 

“We were all on common ground in the 
denunciation of politicians as such but something 
more was imperatively required. Action had to 
be taken immediately. There and then a Triple 
Alliance was formed. Major Cathcart andI pro- 
mised to do all in our power to remedy the present 
state of affairs. The Chief solemnly assured us 
that he would place all his resources at our disposal, 
but at the same time clearly and emphatically 
stated:— 

“You must remember that we three are play- 
ing lone hands. None of us is officially cognisant 
of the others, and the State, I mean the damned 
politicians, is blissfully ignorant of us all’” 

Sheila had entered the room noiselessly. She 
had changed from het dapper uniform into her 
graceful Indian costume which she habitually wore 
in the house. Approaching the desk where she 
found Fred and her father apparently poring over 
a map in deep meditation, she stood between 

.them and affectionately placed her hands on their 
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shoulders. 

“The news on the radio is rather sensational 
this evening,” she quictly remarked. 

“What is it?” asked her father. 


“More trouble with Japan.” 


CHAPTER NINE 


Bannerji and Fred looked at each other and 
smiled. 

Fred made an attempt to get up in order to 
fetch another chair, but Sheila gently pressed 
his shoulder as she remarked:— 

“Please don’t get up, Fred. I am quite com- 
fortable this way. I wish to have a look at the 
map and then I want to hear all about the joke.” 

“T am afraid it is much too serious for a joke,” 
said her father. 

“Then why did the two of you smile at the 
mention of Japan ?” 

“Things too bitter even for teats sometimes 
find expression in a smile.” 

“Is Japan one of these things ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Why P” 

“On account of inexcusable folly and in- 
aptitude.” 

Fred had an opportunity of quietly observing 

~ Sheila whilst she talked with her father. He had 
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scen,her in three different impersonations that 
day. In the morning she was fresh, sparkling, 
and eager as he had seen her often at Garnacanty 
at the” beginning of a day’s outing. During the 
day she was the serious and efficient Comman- 
dant. Now as she stood there with her hand 
lightly resting on his shoulder he received an 
impression that he had never before expetienced. 
Perhaps it was because of the marked contrast 
between her appearance in a dapper uniform and 
in the graceful clinging folds of a sari. It might 
have been because of the complete change of 
expression in her countenance. The neatly coiled 
hair under the smart forage cap made her look 
rather austere, but the long flowing tresses, faintly 
glimpsed through the thin silk sari, gave her a 
soft, warm, and effeminate look. Her eyes were 
now more blue than grey. Through the rough 
tweed material of his coat he seemed to sense a 
caress in the light touch of her hand on his 
shoulder. He sat perfectly tense and still as he 
listened to the conversation between father and 
daughter. ; 
“Look at this map,” continued Bannerji point- 
ing out China, and Indo-China, “Japan has an 
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India. Now look at the other end of the Fascist 
chain. From Germany here isa direct route to 
Baghdad, where it bifurcates to Karachi and 
Peshawar. The inference is obvious, isn’t it ?” 

“India becomes the cock-pit of the East.” 

“Thank God, Sheila, we are not altogether 
unprepared.” 

“T take it that Fred has been initiated.” 

“Yes,” interposed Fred, “and it is going to 
be another case of a Triple Alliance.” 

Sheila smiled down at him with flashing eyes 
and Bannerji suddenly recalled another scene in 
far-off Garnacanty, when he thought how easy 
it would be to find a solution for the Indian problem 
if it were left in the sole charge of Sheila and 
Fred. “Perhaps,” he said to himself, “those two 
may yet play a very important part in the future 
destiny of my country.” 

It was a tense moment. In order to ease 
matters a bit Fred casually continued:— 

“As Jim, the Stationmaster would say, ‘T’m 
maning to be after going all out on this little lot. 
It don’t look like a dead cert, but gure a dead cert 
never came home, and even if it did what the 
divil good would it be for man er beast?” 

Sheila and her father laughed heartily. 
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“Garnacanty seems very far away just now,” 
tematked Bannerji. 

“Iam afraid it does, and all this makes my 
spot of leave look rather precarious.” 

Bannerji hesitated for a moment before te- 
plying:— 

“Tt is very difficult to say. Anything may 
happen. On the whole I think that your leave 
is not likely to suffer. Negotiations are likely 
to last the best part of a year.” 

Fred looked at his watch. 

“Half-seven,” he exclaimed. “I must be get- 
ting a move on.” 

“What time ate you dining with the Commis- 
sioner P” asked Bannerji. 

“Bight-fifteen.” 

“Sure you have plenty of time,” remarked 
Sheila, with a vety good imitation of the Irish 
brogue, “but if you don’t hurry on, you'll be 
late.” 

All three were transported for the moment 
to the quiet, peace, and loveliness of Garnacanty. 
The over-land route to India and the through 
train from Berlin to Baghdad wete completely 
forgotten, - 

Their thoughts lingered lovingly on the hap- 
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piness of the past, and strayed with a kind of 
forlorn hope to the uncertainties of the future. 

“Come along, Fred, since you must go, and 
Pll see you off the premises. Dad, you must not 
come out into the cold raw air. You are too 
precious to be allowed to run any risks.” 

They stood on the steps of the verandah for 
a few moments talking trivialities. They seemed 
‘loth to part. At last Fred held out his hand 
saying:— 

“Bye-bye, Sheila. You mustn’t stay out in 
the cold either. You are precious too, you know.” 

The words thrilled Sheila as well as the way 
he clasped her hands in both of his. She not *, 
only returned the pressure but placed her left 
hand over his right. There they stood for a few 
moments with hands clasped firmly together, 
looking into each other’s eyes and discovering 
something there which they had never seen 
before. 

“Bye-bye, Fred,” she replied, with a little 
catch in her breath. 

Fred jumped into his car and drove rapidly 
away. 

Sheila temained standing om the steps of the 
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stating quietly into the still night. She did not 
feel the cold. Her blood raced throbbing through 
het veins and she felt her face hot and flushed. 
To return into the house immediately was im- 
possible. 

It was a beautiful night. The pale yellow otb 
of the moon seemed to hang by invisible threads 
from a silver-spangled light-blue canopy. At first 
she watched the car until it became amalgamated 
with the shimmering objects in the distance, and 
even then her gaze remained fixed on the spot 
whete it had finally disappeared. 

“What is this that has so suddenly happened 
to me?” she said to hersclf. “I was delighted, of 
course, to mect Fred this morning but this is 
something more than delight.” 

Methodically she reviewed in her mind the 
incidents of the day. The first thing out of the 
ordinary that happened was when she pinned on 
the lapel of Fred’s coat the badge of the League of 
Youth. She had meant to do it in silence but 
something at the last moment compelled her to 
whisper to him her happiness. His answer thrilled 
her. The next thing that happened out of the 
ordinary was when she entered het father’s study 
in the evening. The placing of her hand on 
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Fred’s shoulder gave her the same thrill as she 
experienced in the morning on parade. That thrill 
was intensified a thousand times when before 
parting they stood close together with hands 
clasped looking into each other’s eyes. Then the. 
truth dawned on her. She was in love with 
Fred. 

“T love him, I love him, I love him,” she 
repeated to herself half aloud, and oblivious of her 
surroundings, revelled in the ecstasy of the 
moment. 

An audible click of the heels, and a smart 
salute started her out of her pleasant reverie 
effectively and instantaneously. 

Umrao Singh suddenly appeared before her 
apparently from nowhere. 

Things had gone badly with Umrao Singh 
throughout the whole of that day. The first 
appearance of Fred on parade made him uneasy 
and perturbed. He had been a long time in the 
Army and had been a faithful, loyal and efficient 
officer. His sudden recall home on the death of 
his elder brother and his father’s bitter resentment 
against the Government, had completely changed 
his outlook. He had not oly inherited his 
. father’s property but also unhesitatingly followed 
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his last instructions. For the future his loyalty 
was to be for his country and not for a foreign 
government which in his opinion had definitely 
broken its solemn pledges. Consequently to him 
evety I.C.S. official was anathema. He no longer 
trusted them. He suspected that there was a deep- 
laid scheme behind all their actions with the de- 
finite object of making fast and irrevocably binding 
the fetters of foreign domination. 

“Here,” he said to himself, “is the Collector. 
What is his object in coming to our Headquarters? 
Either to get control of the organisation, if there 
is no apparent danger, so as to be on the safe side, 
Ot to smash it in its infancy if he discovers any- 
where the slightest suspicious element.” 

Sheila’s speech allayed to a certain extent his 
uneasiness and perturbation. Then the whis- 
peted colloquy as Sheila pinned on the badge of 
the League of Youth made it plain to him even 
though they had not yet discovered it for them- 
selves, that they wete in love. He raged internally. 
It was only by an almost superhuman effort of 
self-control that he succeeded in preserving an 
apparently calm exterior. His anger was so 
furious when he saw them going off on the aero- 
plane together that he dared not trust himself to 
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be present at the aerodrome on their return. He 
shut himself in his quarters in order to be able to 
think quietly over the whole situation. : 

For a long time he could not control his 
thoughts. The scene on the parade kept constant- 
ly recurting before his vision. He strode up and 
down the room blazing with fury, and filled with 
homicidal thoughts. He hated the Government. 
He hated the Collectors as representatives of the 
Government, and he hated Fred with an addition- 
al hatred because he had dared to fall in love with 
Sheila. Then a thought suddenly flashed across 
his mind which made him absolutely see red. 

“My God,” he cried aloud. “Suppose that 
he is not really in love with Sheila. Suppose he 
is only playing with her affection with some deep 
ulterior motive.” 

He stopped short in his frenzied walk up and 
down the room. He clenched his hands until 
the nails bit into the flesh of the’ palms, and he 
ground his teeth in an insensate fury. ; 

“That sutely is the game,” he almost shouted. 
“What easier method could be adopted for the 
smashing of the League of Youth ? What did the 
life and happiness of a mere dndian girl matter 
-under such circumstances? Even if he does 
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love her, marriage between them is unthinkable 
and impossible.” 

He went over to his desk and sat down. He 
buried ‘his head in his hands and endeavoured to 
think out what was best to be done. Two things 
stood out clearly from the weltcr of his confused 
thoughts. Sheila’s happiness was at stake. The 
League of Youth was in danger. 

He himself was in love with Sheila but there 
was nothing sensual about his love. He wor- 
shipped the very ground she walked on, and was 
ptepared to go through fire and water for her 
sake. He was happy in sceing her daily, in being 
in close touch with her, and in carrying out her 
behests. For him, with his noble ideals of Rajput 
chivalry, transmitted through a long line of aris- 
toctatic ancestors, Sheila was a heroine through 
whom the freedom and independence of his 
countty might be achieved. The means of achieve- 
ment was the Leaguc of Youth. If he could 
manage to save Sheila from the wiles and snares 
of the Collector, he would at the same time secure 
the safety of the League of Youth. 

How was he to compass this? There were 
only two ways, versuasion or force. Treachery 
he abhorted. With Sheila force was just as much . 
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out of the question as persuasion was with the 
Collector. This narrowed the issue considerably. 
If he failed to convince Sheila, he determined to 
remove the Collector by force. 

Once he had come to a definite decision he 
vety soon regained his usual self-control. He now 
concentrated his attention in finding out the best 
method of approaching Sheila. This was no easy 
task. The Commandant was at all times easy of 
access with regard to matters  telating to the’ 
League of Youth, but in this particular matter 
there was a definite personal element which he 
dared not touch. The question of love could not 
be broached. Here was a distinct handicap. 
He felt convinced that the Collector was seeking 
to win her affections for purely political motives, 
but it would be the height of presumption on 
his part to attempt to discuss her personal feelings 
ot her social relations. After long ‘hours of 
worrying meditation he determined to go to Sheila 
and put het on her guard against the Collector. It 
was then seven-thirty. 

As he approached the bungalow he saw Sheila 
and Fred standing on the verandah. They were 
so engrossed in each other thas they neither saw. 
tat tim =e clinned auietly into the 
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shadow and watched them intently. They wer 
turned sideways towards him, and he could almos 
see the expression on their faces in the brigh 
moonlight. He couldn’t fail to notice their fer 
vent hand-clasp. Their heads were close together 
and at any moment he expected to see them kiss 
At last Fred departed, and having waited for what 
he considered to be a suitable interval he present- 
ed himself before Sheila. 

“Yes, Umrao Singh, what is the matter 2?” 

“I wished to speak to you about the League 
of Youth.” 

“Won't you come in and sit down ?” 

“No, thank you, Commandant. I shall only 
take a few minutes.” 

“Isn’t everything all right 2” 

“Yes, everything is all tight so far, but some- 
thing happened to-day which may easily make 
things go: wrong.” 

“What do you mean ?” 

“I mean the appointment of the Collector 
as patron.” : 

Sheila stiffened imperceptibly. Up to this 
time she had been frankly friendly with Umrao 
Singh but unconsoiously a different note came into 
her voice, the note of the Commandant. Umrao 
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Singh immediately noticed the change and drew 
his own conclusions. — 

“T am afraid I do not understand you. Will 
you please explain what you mean?” 

“The Collector is 2 Government official.” 

“Yes.” 

“His first duty will always be to serve the 
Government.” 

“Naturally.” 

“The interests of the Government do not al- 
ways coincide with the interests of its inhabitants. 
Tam talking from experience.” 

“Well?” 

“The sole object of the Collector in becoming 
patron of the organisation is to have it ‘in his 
power to smash it if ever the necessity should 
arise.” : 

“What is your suggestion?” 

“1 have no suggestion to offer. I have only 
come to watn you, to put you on your guard.” 

Sheila was swayed by various emotions. At 
first she was inclined to be rather annoyed. This 
was the first occasion on which her authority had 
been ‘called in question. She was under the 
impression that Umrao Singh was about to offer 

his suggestions and advice. When she found, 
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however, that he came along simply for the pur 
pose of explaining his fears, her tone again becam 
friendly. c 

“You are loyal to me and The League o: 
Youth, Umrao Singh?” 

“Unto death. For me you are The Leagu 
of Youth,” 

“You trust me?” 

“With my life. 

“My past and present considerations hav. 
always been solely for The League of Youth 
Ihave devoted my life to its service. In additior 
I can assure you that The League of Youth wil 
never be harmed in any way by the Collector 
Are you satisficd?” 

“Completely, Commandant.” 

“Good-night, Umrao Singh.” 

Sheila held out her hands and Umrao Singh 
lifted it teverently to his bent forehead, 

Umrao Singh went away completely  satis- 
fied as far as Sheila was concerned, Her petsonal 
magnetism, even without her solemn word of 
assurance, had removed all his fears. His mis- 
trust, however, of the Collector had not disappeared, 
and he determined to keep his movements under 
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The interview had quite a different effect on 
Sheila. 

“Umrao Sigh is right,” she said to herself. 
“The League of Youth is in danger from the 
Collector, but not in the way he imagines. He has 
indeed given me a timely warning. This thing 
must proceed no further. I must cut him complete- 
ly out of my thoughts.” 

The gods in high Olympus lifted theit crystal 
goblets of foaming yellow ambrosia to their red 
sensuous lips. .They winked and smiled as they 
took long deep luscious draughts. 

About the same time Fred had come to an 
almost similar conclusion. As he drove back 
to the bungalow in his car he felt elated and ‘happy. 
He tried to think what had brought about the 
sudden change in his relations with Sheila. He 
knew now that he loved her. 

“T’ve got it”, he said, “it must have been the 
discovery that Umrao Singh was also in love with 
her which first opened my eyes to the true state 
of affairs, and the touch of her hand on my shoulder 
as she was looking over the map in the study 
finally convinced me.” 

He too like Sheila gave himself over to the 
. enjoyment of the present moment, but as also 
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in the case of Sheila there came a sudden reaction. 
This happened when he was driving along to the 
Commissioner’s house. The natural sequence 
to love was marriage, but would Sheila ever con- 
sent to matry him? First of all there was the 
question of race and religion, but by far the most 
formidable obstacle was Sheila’s whole-hearted 
devotion to the service of her country and to The 
League of Youth. Somehow he was convinced 
that she would never consent. 

“This must not ptocced any further,” he 
thought. “I must cut her completely out of my 
thoughts.” ; 

The gods punched cach other in their fat 
paunches and burst out into an Olympian roar 
of thunderous laughter. 

‘Fred sat down to dinner with the Commis- 
sioner in a very chastened mood. They were 
dining alone. 

The Commissioner was on the eve of retire- 
ment. He had been in the service for over thirty 
years and during the whole of that period he had 
worked hard and conscientiously. Very early 
on in his catecr he had been shrewd cnough to 
see that his simple, duty was to carry out the orders 
of the Government literally. Original thinking, 
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suggestions, or innovations were not only not 
very acceptable but even definitely discouraged. 
For a good many years he thought this was 
an admirable plan and saved everyone a lot of 
bother and trouble. The Great War and the 
rapid advance of Congress to power had com- 
pletely altered existing conditions, and the old me- 
chanical routine of the Government machinery was 
no longer competent to deal with the new problems 
which were constantly arising. He found him- 
self caught in a transition stage, the worst of all 
stages, where at one moment he was blamed for 
not showing a certain amount of initiative, and 
at the next moment, especially if things went 
wrong, severely censured for acting without de- 
finite and explicit instructions. Conflicting and 
contradictory orders were being constantly issued 
to cope with new and strange situations. What 
was sedition yesterday was pattiotism to-day, 
and the Radical of former times was now looked 
upon as the staunch and firm ally of the Govern- 
ment. No wonder he felt confused and dispirited. 
He had, through no fault of his own, got into a 
groove from which extrication at his age was well- 
nigh impossible. a 

There was very little in common between 
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Fred and the Commissioner except that they were 
both members of the same service. In conse- 
quence they both naturally talked shop at dinner. 
The Council elections, now close at hand, and the 
necessary preparations engrossed the earlier patt 
of the conversation. To the Commissioner both the 
pteparations and the elections were of paramount 
importance. On the other hand Fred, in the light 
of his recent conversation with Bannerji, regarded 
the whole affair as an insignificant detail, if not an 
actual waste of valuable time. He was tather 
inclined to be bored than otherwise, and only half 
of his attention was given to the rambling and 
discursive statements of the Commissioner. His 
teplies to the innumerable questions were short, 
succinct, and relevant. The majority of the 
questions might really have been left unanswered 
as they were merely rhetorical, but Fred, with his 
innate courtesy and politeness, did his best 
to prevent the conversation from becoming a 
monologue. The Commissioner would not have 
minded in the least. He had long since laid the 
flattering unction to his soul that theoretical discus- 
sion, even when one-sided, was real hard solid 
work. After allthe spoken word was much more 
difficult than the written, especially with a steno-. 
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grapher at his elbow. 

Fred’s attention was suddenly rivetted by a 
direct question from his host. . 

“What do you think of the Rai Bahadur ?” 

“Nothing. He is a twister, and a liar, and 
the truth isn’t in him.” 

“That is pretty strong.” 

“You can make it twice as strong and even 
then it will probably be an understatement of the 
true facts of the case.” 

“He has a long record of service to Govern- 
ment.” 

“Rather a long record of service to himself. 
He wouldn’t think twice about letting the Govern- 
ment down if it suited his purpose.” 

“He hasn’t let the Government down so far, 
and that is so much to his credit.” 

“Y should be rather inclined to say not so much 
to his credit as to the fact that up to this time his 
interests coincided with those of the’ Government.” 

“Well, of course, that is a matter of opinion, 
I like to give people the benefit of the doubt. He 
came to see me this morning and I had long talk 
with him.” 

“T have never yet heard of anyone having had 
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“Perhaps he is a little verbose and I must 
admit it that he does take a long time in getting 
to his point. He told me that he had recently been 
vety graciously received by the Governor who 
gave him an assurance of his sympathetic support 
in the forthcoming elections.” 

“I told him that both he and his opponent 
had my complete sympathy.” 

“Tam afraid I do not quite follow what you 
mean.” 

“T pointed out to him that on pure humanita- 
rian grounds all people in difficult situation had my 
sympathy, and that I considered politics one of 
the most difficult situations of all.” 

“That was rather cold comfort for him, wasn’t 
it?” 

“It wasn’t meant to be anything else.” 

“Then he asked for my sympathetic support. 
T carefuliy explained to him the exact position of 
affairs, and showed him how my hands were tied.” 

“T showed him the circular from Government.” 

“Oh,” exclaimed the Commissioner, “that 
puts an cntitely different complexion on things. 
So he knew all about it already.” 

“Of course the did.” 

“Th fact. to put it mildly. he was rather dis-. 
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ingenuous on this particular occasion.” 

“That is putting it very mildly indeed. The 
plain fact of the matter is that he deliberately 
set out to deceive you. You will never get any 
change out of the Rai Bahadur. That sounds 
slangy and perhaps a bit undignified, but the 
Rai Bahadur couldn’t run straight even if he 
tried.” 

The Commissioner sat silent for a while. He 
didn’t see eye to eye with Fred on very many 
points but there was one outstanding fact which 
he honestly recognised. There were six districts 
under his charge. In all the other districts, ex- 
cept Fred’s district, there had within recent years 
been serious trouble at one time or another. He 
frankly admitted to himself that Fred was his most 
capable and efficient District Officer. Consequent- 
ly it was with an immense sigh of relief that he 
was able to leave the affairs of the Rai Bahadur in 
the hands of his trustworthy Collector. 

“By the way there was one point which I 
promised the Rai Bahadur to investigate.” 

“What is it?” asked Fred. _ 

“Do you happen to know anything about 
the League of Youth ?” : 

“{ happen to know everything about The 
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League of Youth. I am a patron of the Head- 
quarters’ branch.” 

“This is most extraordinary. I am beginning 
to be quite convinced that your estimate of the 
Rai Bahadur’s character is perfectly correct.” 

“Why 2” 

“He has definitely told me that the organisa- 
tion of The League of Youth was not only sedi- 
tious but positively immoral. Since you have 
consented to become a patron, that statement 
must be utterly devoid of all truth.” 

“T should very much like to ask a favour from 
you, sir.” 

“Yes, of course, I shall be only too pleased 
to help you in any way I can.” 

“Can you get that statement about the League 
of Youth in writing from the Rai Bahadur >” 

“I certainly can, and I shall insist on getting 
his statement in writing. I am determined to 
stand no further nonsense from him.” 

“Thank you very much, sir. When you get 
the statement, will you kindly hand it over to 
me ?” 

“With very great pleasure, and what is mote, 
Pll gladly’ give you a free hand to deal with the 
matter in any way you deem fit.” 
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“Tam very grateful to you, sir, and I can assure 
you that the Rai Bahadur will not give you any 
further trouble for a very Jong time.” 


CHAPTER TEN 


About a week later the Rai Bahadur received 
a very curt letter from the Collector requesting 
him to come to his bungalow at eight o’clock 
punctually on the following morning. 

The Rai Bahadur gleefully rubbed his hands. 

“Ah,” he said, “my interview with the Com- 
missioner has had the desired effect. I felt certain 
that something would happen when he asked me 
for a written statement about The League of 
Youth.” 

He was very quickly disillusioned. 

AAs soon as he entered the Collector’s study 
he was taken completely by surprise in more 
ways thar one. The Collector was seated at his 
desk, and on either side of him sat Sheila Bannerji 
and Captain Umrao Singh. They were both in 
uniform. 

The Rai Bahadut was not proffered a seat, 
and he had to remain standing like a criminal in 
the dock. The €ollector looked stern and his 
voice was curt and magisterial. 
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“You are Rai Bahadur Kedar Nath?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“You know that I am the Collector and Dis- 
trict Magistrate?” 

“Yes, sit.” 

“Seated on my right is Miss Bannerji, com- 
mandant of The League of Youth and on my left is 
Captain Umrao Singh, General Captain of The 
League of Youth.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“This is the statement in original sent by you 
to the Commissioner?” 

The Collector showed him the statement. 

“Yes, sit.” 

“And this is your signature?” 

“Yes, sir, but may I say a few words in ex- 
planation?” 

“No, I intend to do all the explaining that 
is necessary this morning. Later on, if you should 
so desire, you will be given all the opportunities 
you require for submitting explanations written 
and otherwise.” 

The Rai Bahadur was very perturbed but he 
did not yet realise the seriousness ‘of the situation 
in which he was going to be placed. 

“Tn this statement,” continued the Collector, 
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“you make two serious allegations. You charge 
the organisation of The League of Youth with 
sedition and immorality. Are you aware that 
Tama patron of the organisation?” 

“No, sit.” 

“That shows how much you really know 
about it. Do you think for a moment that I would 
ever consent to become the patron of a seditious 
and immoral organisation?” 

“No, sit.” 

“Or perhaps you think that I am one of those 
Scatter-brained idiots who will accept at haphazard 
a responsible position in an organisation without 
first making enquiries with regard to its standing 
and character.” 

“No, no, sir. Not at all, sit, I did not under- 
stand. I humbly apologise. I wish to withdraw 
the statement.” 

“That I cannot allow at this stage. The 
Commissioner thas asked me to deal with this 
matter, and as the matter is very serious I am 
determined to take a very strong line of action.” 

“If you would allow me to say a few words, 
I am sure I could explain everything.” 

“Tam sure you are quite capable of explaining 
anything to your own satisfaction, but I am also . 
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sure that you would find it extremely difficult to 
satisfy me. As I have told you already you will in 
due course be accorded all the opportunities for 
your explanations, but those explanations Will be 
public explanation in a Court of Law.” 

The Rai Bahadur was by this time thoroughly 
frightened, but even worse was still to come. 

“T have discussed the whole affair with the 
Commandant and the General Captain. We are 
all unanimously agreed that your allegations are 
malicious and libellous and unsubstantiated 
by facts. The Commandant and the General, 
Captain have agreed to leave the matter solely 
in my hands. I have not yet decided, as patron 
of the organisation, whether to sue you in a Civil 
or Criminal Court. The Criminal Court would 
in all probability award you a long term of imprison- 
ment. The Civil would undoubtedly award 
me very substantial damages. You certainly -, 
deserve both awards. Perhaps the best solution 
would be to sue you on one count in the Civil 
Court, and on the other in the Criminal Court.” 

“T need hardly point to you that the conse- 
quences of such actions in the Courts would be very 
setious indeed. Substantial damages in the Civil 
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but your reputation, such as it is and that there 
is of it, would not be greatly enhanced. A convic- 
tion in a Criminal Court, however, would debat 
you for ever from holding any kind of ad- 
ministrative post under any Government. Your 
public career would be finally and irrevocably 
finished. I can’t help thinking that in the latter 
event you, and not the country, would be the 
loser.” 

“My reasons for thinking so ought to be 
fairly obvious. Any man who can bring himself 
to issue malicious and libellous statements, espe- 
cially when they are not substantiated by facts, 
for the sole purpose of furthering his own peculiar 
selfish and private interests, is not a fit and proper 
person to be entrusted with any kind of reliable 
or responsible post in the administration of ‘his 
country.” 

The €ollector paused and looked at his 
watch. The Rai Bahadur made an attempt to 
speak, but he was peremptorily ordered to be 
silent. 

“It is now eight-thirty. If I do not receive 
by twelve noon to-day an unqualified withdrawal 
and denial of the kase allegations you have made 
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malicious libel both in the Civil and Criminal 
Coutts.” 

“T shall give you any assurance you like here 
and now, and in addition I tender to you and to the 
League of Youth sincere and heart-felt apologies.” 

“{ do not want any apology. Apologies 
from people like you who wantonly defame an 
organisation which is working whole-heartedly for 
the good of the country are merely added insults. 
Nor am I going to be satisfied with verbal assur- 
ances. I shall require a written statement duly 
signed in the presence of authentic witnesses.” 

“J am prepared to sign any statement that you 
may dictate.” 

Fred took up the paper on which the original 
allegations were made and wrote rapidly on the 
back:— 

“T, Rai Bahadur Kedar Nath, do hereby 
withdraw the statements made by me ovet-leaf, 
and do hereby affirm that they afe false both in 
substance and in fact.” 

The Rai Bahadur signed it without a moment’s 
hesitation, and his signature was witnessed 
by Sheila and Umrao Singh. . 

“You have my permission to go,” said the 


— Collector. 
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The Rai Bahadur faded away. 

During the conduct of the proceedings Fred’s 
gaze was centred steadily on the Rai Bahadur 
whose" eyes, except for an occasional fleeting 
lurking glance, were never lifted from the floor. 
Umrao Singh gazed as steadily at the Collector 
as the latter did at the Rai Bahadur. Sheila 
studied all three, and carefully watched their coun- 
tenances for every change of expression. ‘The 
Rai Bahadur’s expression changed from a smiling 
obsequiousness at first to a look of uneasiness and 
later on to a look of fear and almost panic. Fred’s 
expression never changed but occasionally his 
eyes flashed with utter contempt and disdain. 
The changes in Umrao Singh were gradual but 
at the same time distinctly noticeable. At first he 
looked alert but aggressive and hostile. The 
aggressive hostility was slowly replaced by an 
eager interest, and in the end by respect and 
admiration, ‘ 

Umrao Singh was not altogether surprised 
when the Commandant told him that they were 
both required to be present at the Collector’s 
bungalow on an official matter in connection with 
the League of Yeuth. The only thing that did 
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Collector moved in the affair. He had no doubt 
in his mind as to the reason why they were both 
summoned together. The organisation was going 
to be officially controlled and then, if necessary, 
smashed. 

They were summoned for a quarter to eight. 
Before the Rai Bahadur made his appearance the 
Collector took the opportunity of putting them 
an courant with the facts of the case. He asked 
them no questions. He did not give the slightest 
intimation as to the attitude he was going to adopt. 
Umrao Singh knew that the allegations were 
absolutely false, malicious, and libellous. He 
waited with impatience for the proceedings to 
commence. 

The Collector’s reception of the Rai Bahadur 
gave him an entirely unexpected shock. He 
knew that the Rai Bahadur had obtained his title 
for his loyal services to the Government, and 
he naturally thought that he would be received 
with a cettain amount of favour. From the very 
outset he was treated with scant courtesy. As the 
proceedings went on, Umrao Singh grew more and 
more surprised. He was transported back again 
to the Orderly Room of his Regiment. The Col- 
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manding Officer. Stern, strict, and to the point. 
No long-winded dissertations. No useless waste 
of words. Here surely was a man to be trusted. 
When’ at last the Rai Bahadur was metaphorically 
kicked out of the room, the old personal loyalty 
of Captain Umrao Singh to his Commanding 
Officer was resuscitated and unhesitatingly trans- 
ferred to the Collector. 

Just for a moment, but only for a moment, 
he had a twinge of conscience when he remembet- 
ed his father’s last instructions, but that was soon 
brushed aside. 

“After all,” he said to himself, “I am not go- 
ing to serve the Collector or the Government. 
Iam simply giving my allegiance to the patron of 
The League of Youth.” 

As soon as the Rai Bahadur had faded away 
Sheila and Fred looked at each other and smiled. 
Umrao Singh saw the smile but it no longer caused 
him the slightest uneasiness. He had now provided 
himself with a hero in addition to a heroine. 

“That’s that,” temarkced Sheila, “and very 
neatly done too.” 

“He is a ‘nasty bit of work,” replied Fred. 
©T think he will cave The Teaone of Vonth a wide 


THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 209 


breakfast? You'll stay on too, Umrao Singh, 
won’t you 2” 

“Yes, sir. Thank you very much.” 

Sheila well knew Umrao Singh’s attitude 
towards Government and Government officials 
and towards Fred in particular. She also knew 
that if he accepted the invitation to breakfast, 
he had discarded all his uneasiness and suspicion. 
Consequently she was very much relieved when 
Umrao Singh elected to temain. She was also 
relieved for another reason. She did not want 
to be alone with Fred yet fora while. They had 
met that morning on the usual old friendly terms. 
This was comparatively easy on account of the 
presence of Umrao Singh, and also on account 
of the importance of the matter on which they 
were both summoned. During the proceedings, 
however, she had seen Fred in action. At the 
end it was only by the greatest effort. of self 
control that she succecded in passing a casual 
remark in a nonchalant tone. 

“Come along then,” said Fred breezily. “It 
will do us all good to get into a different atmos- 
phere.” : 

Fred likewise was glad that Wmrao Singh had 
consented to remain for breakfast. He longed, 
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yet feared, to be alone with Sheila. 

During breakfast the conversation was mainly 
between the two men. Fred drew out Umrao 
Singh about his life in the Army. They found 
that they had many friends in common and that 
created a kind of bond between them. Fred was 
agreeably surprised at the change in the attitude 
of Umrao Singh towards himself. He remember- 
ed how definitely antagonistic he was at their 
first meeting on the parade ground. Even this 
morning in his study before the appearance of the 
Rai Bahadur he was stiff and unbending. Now 
on the other hand there was no possibility of mis- 
taking the friendliness of his disposition. 

“The Rai Bahadur must have done the trick,’ 
thought Fred. “Out of evil comes good, and 
all is well that ends well.” 

The talk naturally switched on from the Army 
to the military training imparted to the members 
of The League of Youth. 

“By the way,” enquired Fred, “how do the 
members of the League of Youth compare with 
the recruits in the Army ?” 

“More than favourably. You see they are all 
educated and they pick up in one month more 
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“I can quite understand that, but what about 
the physique ?” 

“We have adopted the same height and chest 
meacurements as for the Regular Army.” 

“And the age limit ?” 

“The minimum age limit is twenty. This 
is two years higher than the age at which cadets 
are admitted to Sandhurst.” 

“You remember the time when you left San- 
dhurst ?” 

“Yes, quite well.” 

“Would a member of The League of Youth 
after one year’s training know as much as you did 
after three terms at Sandhurst ?” 

“T should think so, and in addition he would 
be much more keen and enthusiastic.” 

“Why ? You were keen on your profession, 
weren’t you ?” 

“I was. Very keen indeed, but I -was keen 
on my profession as such. The mtmbets of The 
League of Youth are enthusiastic workers for the 
welfare of their country.” 

“That does make a difference, I admit. Un- 
selfish patriotism is a very keen ‘spur, and will 
achieve almost the impossible How do you 
think they would behave under fire ?”” 
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“Excellent. We in the East are fatalists, and 
death has no terror for us at any time, but more 
especially in a noble cause.” 

“You must have been too young for the 
Great War.” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you seen any active service?” 

“The Afghanistan War of 1919.” 

“And that is all he’ll probably tell you about 
it,” interposed Sheila. “He was wounded and 
awarded the Military Cross for distinguished 
gallantry under the most trying conditions.” 

“I should very much like to hear all about 
that,”? remarked Fred. 

“I simply carried out orders,” said Umrao 
Singh quietly. 

“Yes,” rejoined Sheila, “but the orders were 
carried out with skill and ability.” 

“What were the orders, Umrao Singh?” 
queried Fred. > 

“The company was acting as advanced guard 
to the battalion which was marching through pretty 
close country. The enemy opened fite on our 
left flank, and I was detailed with my platoon 
to clear the hilleck which they occupied. We 
baits eli Behe | ST (STE RE 
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“Ee forgot to mention,” added Sheila, “that 
the hillock was occupied by over a score of the 
enemy safely ensconced behind mighty boulders, 
that the last fifty yards of approach was devoid 
of the least vestige of cover, and that the position 
was captured at the point of the bayonet.” 

“Good show that, Umrao Singh. You cer- 
tainly deserved your Military Cross.” 

As Fred saw them off, Sheila asked:— 

“Are you coming along to see us again soon?” 

“T am afraid not. I shall be very busy for the 
next few days, and after that I shall have to go out 
and tour the district.” 

“Come along as soon as you can, and thank 
you very much for this morning’s job of work.” 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


Fred went out to tour his district. Touring 
the.disttict could easily be one series of glorious 
picnics for officers who did not take their work 
too conscientiously. It was the month of Febru- 
ary. Pleasant sunshine throughout the day and 
cool delightful nights. Good and abundant 
shooting. Duck and snipe, partridge and pea- 
fowl. In certain districts an occasional panther 
or leopard. In the absence of dak bungalows, 
commodious tents were always provided. ‘There 
was little or no difficulty about food supplies, 
and the journeys were by comparatively short 
Stages. 

Fred’ always took his work seriously. Very 
occasionally he indulged on a little shooting in the 
early morning or late evening. Asa rule he was 
kept pretty well busy from morning to night. 
In the morning he received the reports of the 
subordinate officials and granted interviews. Dur- 
ing the day he tfamped the surrounding country 
and villages and saw things for himself. He heard 
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individual complaints and grievances and had long 
friendly chats with the headmen. The little children 
had got to know him by this time and instead of 
running away frightened when he made his 
appearance, stood still and greeted him with a 
shy friendly smile. He always had a cheery word 
for them and then they ran away giggling te 
tell their mothers what the Sahib had said. 
In the evening he dealt with the dak and his 
files, and he counted himself fortunate if he 
completed his work before dinner. 

After dinner, which was always a lonely 
affair, the few hours before retiring were devoted 
to his hobby. He believed a complete change of 
occupation to be the best method of recreation and 
relaxation, and a perfect antidote against boredom 
and monotony. Years ago he had taken up the 
study of the Russian language, not as a hobby at 
first, but with a vague idea that the Rnowledge 
might become useful to him at some time in his 
future career. As soon as he had mastered the 
language he became immersed in the study of the 
literature. From that point to an innate desire 
for a first-hand knowledge of the country and 
its people was a natural con$cquence. ‘He had 
- on several occasions visited Russia. He knew 
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what he wanted to see, and he saw it. There 
were many cascs of crude justice and even cruelty, 
but in every case the underlying motive was the 
regeneration of the country. In no case was there 
anything comparable to the acts of brutal savagery, 
inspired simply by personal caprice, that were 
enfortunatcly only too common under the older 
regime. He did not look for perfection, and he 
did not find perfection. Where was the perfect 
administration to be found? Perhaps in the 
words of the protagonist of pseudo-classicism:— 
“For forms of government let fools contest, 
Whate’er is best administered, is best.”’ 

On this particular night, his first night in camp, 
he gave himself up to communion with his own 
thoughts. So many things had happened in quick 
succession that he badly wanted to take stock and 
see clearly where he stood. The Triple Alliance 
between Bannerji, Major Cathcart, and the Chief 
of the Intelligence Department in the War Office 
took him completely by surprise. He had often 
contemplated the possibility and even the probabi- 
lity of another great war in the immediate future, 
but he had never for a moment dreamt that India 
would be anywher€ near the scene of actual hos- 
tilities. There might of course be internal troubles. - 
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That was a different matter altogether. In the 
light of what he had heard from Bannerji he 
reviewed the whole world situation. Several 
significant incidents helped further to convince 
him that Bannerji’s diagnosis of the general situa- 
tion was in the main correct. Germany annexed 
Austtia and Czecho-slovakia. Italy was Qy-exo 
means idle. She was openly abetting the insur- 
gents in Spain. The western end of the chain 
of isolation was now almost complete, and direct 
action in the eastern end had already commenced. 
The obvious place where the two forces would 
meet to join hands was India. 

Preparations for war were being undertaken 
evetywhere throughout the whole world. Russia, 
was one vast atsenal. The budgets for armaments 
in Germany and Italy, France and England 
soared sky-high. America followed suit, and 
even the smaller states of Central Eurbpe began 
to get busy. Throughout the whole of the five 
continents there was either actual warfare, or 
rumours of wat and feverish preparations ’ for 
wat. What was India doing in, the meantime ? 
Nothing, absolutely nothing. It was deep in the 
Ufieasan Peco pemitonal GHses eud clections, 
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muttered aloud. 

The mention of The League of Youth remind- 
ed him of Sheila and their parting on the steps 
of the verandah when he visited Headquarters. He 
knew then that he loved her, and for the moment 
he was certain that his love was returned. When 
ibsmmet again some time later at his bungalow 
their old normal friendly relations seemed to have 
been completely re-established. 

“T must be a conceited prig,” he said to him- 
self, “to imagine that Sheila was in love with me. 
Naturally she was excited after the day, and especial- 
ly when I had promised to throw in my little 
lot with them. What I mistook for love was 
simply gratitude and affection, That makes things 
a little bit easier for me though not very much. 
I must sec her as little as possible before I go on 
leave. They say that ‘absence makes the heart 
gtow fonder.’ Perhaps it does, but it will cer- 
tainly relieve me from the temptation of making a 
fool of myself.” 

A few days later he was having his solitary tea 
when the dak arrived. He had had rather a trying 
day and was pretty well fagged out. There were 
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as just and legitimate. Yet that very morning 
the sub-divisional officer had reported that every- 
one was peaceful and happy, loyal and content. 
That was a matter he would have to investigate 
thoroughly. With a weary hand he proceeded to 
sort out the letters. As usual he divided them up 
into three neat little piles, official, demi-ofiiciek, 
and personal. Suddenly all his weariness vanished 
into thin air. There staring in the face was a 
letter from Sheila. 

“Dear Fred, 

I am going to give you two big surprises. I 
am coming out to see you to-morrow about 
foutish. That is the first surprise. The second 
is that I am bringing along two more people. 
I could give you not only three but three thousand 
guesses and even then you would be miles away 
from the mark. The guessing, however, will give 
you something to do until we arrive? You had 
better beg, borrow, or steal a few extra cups and 
saucets, and also brew a plentiful supply of tea. 
After a thirty miles drive over the dusty roads 
of the jungle we shall all probably be “dying with 
the drought, as Jim the Stationmaster would 

r 3 


220 THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


She did indeed give him a surprise. It was 
the very last thing he ever expected that Sheila 
would pay a visit to his camp. At first he did 
not bother his head about even trying to guess as 
to who might be her two companions. He gave 
himself over completely to the expectant pleasure 
THwaceting her again so soon. He smiled as he 
remembered his resolution of seeing as little as 
possible of her before he went on leave. 

“After all,”? he said to himself, “I did not 
invite her to come to the camp, and I can’t very 
well tell her not to come especially as she is bring- 
ing two of her fricnds. Besides it would be absurd 
to refuse an unlooked-for gift from the gods.” 

He tried to do a little bit of guessing with 
regard to the identity of her possible friends. 
Her father was out of the question. She would 
surely have specifically mentioned him if he were 
to be one’of the patty. The only other friend 
of Sheila whom he knew was Mabel Cathcart. 
The latter was also immediately ruled out of the 
question as she happened to be thousands and 
thousands of miles away. It suddenly struck him 
that she might not have used the word ‘friends’. 
He looked at the Ketter again. It was the word 
‘people’? she had used. This was a hopeless task 
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without the faintest evidence of a clue, and he 
immediately gave up the venture. 

He read the letter again and again. Nowhere 
did he find even the slightest suspicion of senti- 
ment. His conviction grew that Sheila had never 
thought of him as other than an old and valued 
friend. In addition the mention of Jim_t 
Stationmaster definitely placed them on the old 
footing of camaraderie. So be it. 

He turned to his dak. It was as dry as the 
proverbial dust. Now and again his attention 
wandered. He found it difficult to concentrate. 
What time would she be likely to arrive? She 
said about fourish in her letter, That meant 
anything between three forty-five and four- 
fifteen or even between three-thirty and four- 
thirty. How long would she stay? Probably 
an hour or at most two. Thank the gods for small 
mercies. The longer the better. What would 
she look like? How would she be dressed? He 
hoped she would be in a sari, She looked 
remote and austere in her natty uniform. What 
about the tea? In thinking about Sheila herself 
he forgot all about the arrangefhents it would 
be necessaty for him to makee He seized hold 

_ of his note-book, and jotted down all the things. 
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he could possibly think of in order to provide a 
sumptuous meal. He would send his peon first 
thing in the morning to fetch the wherewithal 
from the nearest town. Better still. Why not 
give the orders now, in case he might forget 
them in the morning. He smiled as he murmured 


- #tQ_himself:— 


“f don’t think there is much chance of my 
forgetting.” 

He called aloud for the peon and also for the 
Khansaman. To the peon he gave the list with 
orders to set out in the motor as early as possible 
in the morning, and bring back his requitements 
‘ek dam’ (immediately). 

“T have some guests coming for tea to-morrow, 
Khansaman.” 

“Very good, Sahib.” 

“There will be three guests. That will mean 
tea for four in all, including myself.” 

“Very good, Sahib.” 

“T shall want a vety good tea. The very best 
you can produce.” 

“Very good, Sahib.” 

“Sandwichés, scones, small cakes, and big 
cakes.” c 

“And sweets, Sahib. I can make very good _ 
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sweets.” 

“Yes, of course, and anything else you can 
think of.” 

“What time, Sahib ?” 

“Oh, I don’t know really. Half-past three, 
four, half-past four.” 

“Tt doesn’t matter, Sahib. Everything will + 
be ready.” ga 

“Alright, Khansaman. If it is a very good 
tea, Pll give you buksheesh.” 

“Salaam Sahib.” 

“Salaam, Khansaman.” 

On the way back to the quarters, the peon 
temarked:— 

“Perhaps the Commissioner Sahib is coming 
to-morrow. Even perhaps the Lord Sahib.” 

“Pshaw,” retorted the Khansaman with utter 
contempt for the intelligence of the peon, “it’s 
a mem-sahib that is surely coming.” . 

Having completed all his arrangements Fred 
at last settled down to deal with his dak. For- 
tunately for him it was not a particularly heavy 
one that day, and he managed to complete his 
business before dinner. Throughout his soli- 
tary meal, and even afterwaads when *he was 
_ quietly smoking his pipe which kept continually 
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going out and needed relighting, Sheila was cons- 
tantly in his thoughts in one form or another. 

_ At Garnacanty Sheila in bathing-kit in the canoe 
on the river, or in her riding-kit on the racecourse. 
Sheila on the parade ground at Headquarters, but 
especially Sheila on the steps of the verandah in 

- the moonlight. Finally he got up and prepared 

to retire for the night. 

“Evidently on her side there is no question 
of love,” said he sadly and hopelessly. “She must 
not be allowed to suspect for a moment that there 
is any question of love on my side cither. 
Friends and comrades. So be it.” 

Before three-thirty the next day Fred came 
along to see how the arrangements had progressed. 
He found everything in readiness. Both the 
Khansaman and the bearer were experienced men, 
and knowing that the Sahib wanted a special tea, 
they spared neither time nor trouble. They had 
managed even: to commandeer some beautifw 
flowers. : 

“Everything all right, Sahib?” asked the 
Khansaman. 

“Everything is very nice indeed, Khansaman, 
You have gone to alot of trouble. Thank you very 
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He did not enquire where the flowers came 
from or the silver tea set. He always found that 
those questions were best left unasked. He was 
cettain, however, that they did not belong to him. 
Willing servants can do a lot both in the bungalow 
but especially in the jungle for a kind and sympa- 
thetic master. - 

The camp was situated on a slightly elevated 
piece of ground, and the tea was laid out on a table 
beneath the shade of the spreading branches of 
a large banyan tree. From where he stood Fred 
could see the road for miles at a stretch, the long 
straight monotonous road of the jungle, bordered 
here and there by tall trees. He would have 
liked to remain where he was, and watch for the 
first signs of the approaching motor, bat he 
did ndt like before his servants to appeat over- 
anxious. All his servants, however, knew by this 
time that there was something special afoot. 

“ll wait here, Sahib, and tell you when they 
are coming,” rematked the Khansaman quietly. 

“Thank you very much, Khansaman. I have 
a small job of work to do.” 

Fred retired to his capacious’ tent. He sat 
down at his desk and lit a cigarette. He*seemed 

_ to have forgotten all about the small job of work. 
1§ 
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In front of him was a double snap-shot in a silver 
frame. He always brought it about with him. 
Sheila and he were on horseback. They had just 
come back from a ride. His father had snapped 
them both and Bannerji had taken the whole 
group. A corner of Garnacanty Castle appeared in 
he background. Taking up the photograph in his 
hand he scanned it thoroughly. He remembered 
the evening well when it was taken. It was the 
first evening after their mad gallop on the tace- 
course. The photo was a very good one and the 
features of the three were clearly defined. He 
always had thought it a pity that Bannerji was not 
included in the picture. It would have been a 
perfect memento of a glorious time. 

Holding the photo a little closer he concen- 
trated his attention on Sheila. The pony she 
was riding had one foreleg lifted off the ground 
and its head was thrown slightly backwards. 
Sheila was bending forward with the reins held 
loosely in her left hand whilst with her tight she 
was gently patting the pony’s neck. Her laughing 
face was turned directly towards the camera. He 
himself was sthiling at Sheila, and his father was 
smiling at them hoth. It was a photo full of 
life and animation, joy and happiness. 
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He heard footsteps approaching the tent, and 
he hastily put down the Picture in front of him 
again. 

“They are coming, Sahib,” said the Khan- 
saman. 

Fred went out. The signs of the approach 
of the motor were distinctly visible. A,long 
trail of dust was being wafted leisurely across 
the fields by a gentle breeze. The nickel-plated 
radiator flashed in the sun. In a very short time 
he was able to make out the figures in the car, 
and a moment later he was able to distinguish them 
cleatly. There were two men in the front and two 
women at the back. Sheila probably and another 
woman. Yes, it was Sheila. He now recognised 
the sari. He also recognised the burly Sikh 
driver, but he had no idea as to the identity of the 
man sitting by his side. Sheila was the first to 
see him, and she waved her hand. In a few 
moments more he was opening ‘the door and 
helping her to alight. 

“How is this for punctuality, Fred?” enquired 
Sheila laughing. 

“Easy to be Pens when you allow yout- 
self a two hours margin.” © 
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going to quarrel with you anyway in case you 
may refuse to give us tea. This is Mabel Cath- 
cart, my former governess and my dearest 
friend.” 

Fred shook hands with a handsome, fresh- 
complexioned, fair-haired woman, who looked 

myoung enough to be Sheila’s contemporary. 
™Bred is the big noise in this district, Mabel. 
He has the power of life and death, and he can 
even have you up for not thinking in the regulation 
manner.” 

Bee can’t have me up for my present’ thoughts 
anyway,” retorted Mabel smiling. “This is my 
husband.” 

The two men took stock of each other as they 
shook hands. 

“Efficient and reliable,” thought Major 
Cathcart. 

“Clever, determined, and straight,” thought 
Fred. 

“You must tell me your present thoughts,” 
exclaimed Sheila. 

“I will not, you imperious little monkey, 
even though you are Commandant of ‘The League 
of Youth.” . 
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“Am I an imperious little monkey?” 

“Bad tactics, Sheila. Never ask a husband 
to give evidence against his wife. Why not 
appeal to the judge?” 

“Yes,” ctied Mabel, with a humorous twin- 
kle in her eye. “Let’s appeal to the judge who 
is bound to give an impartial decision.” 

Sheila kept silent. 

“Well, judge,” added Major Cathcart, “‘we ate 
all anxiously awaiting your verdict.” 

“Nothing doing,” replied Fred, shaking his 
head. °° 

“Why ?” persisted Mabel,-who was thoroughly 
enjoying herself. 

“Not sufficient evidence.” 

“But you have known Sheila for ages.” 

“Not half as long as you have known her.” 

“We'll let you off with an opinion then. We 
won't insist on a formal verdict.” ° 

Fred looked at Sheila, who ‘shook her fist 
at him in mock anger. 

“No intimidation, Sheila,” said Major Cath- 
cart. “Otherwise the verdict will go by default.” 

“J shall very gladly give you my opinion,” 
teplied Fred, pretending to*be very ‘serious. 
. “With regard to the epithet ‘little’, and the word 
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‘monkey,’ I am afraid that even on prima facie 
evidence alone I shall have to tule them out of all 
cognisance. Now we come—”. 

“To tea,” interrupted Sheila. 

They all laughed and proceeded to the plea- 
sant shade of the spreading branches of the large 

= banyan tree. At a sign from Fred, Sheila took 

the place of hostess, and began to pour out tea. 

“I must say I like a man’s tea,” said Mabel. 
“You sit down comfortably at a table and help 
yourself to all the nice things without the slightest 
bother or inconvenience.” 

“I quite agree,” rejoined Major Cathcart. 
“Tt is always a difficult matter in case of accidents 
to know what to do when you hold a tea-cup 
in one hand, and a creamy, juicy bun in the other.” 

“I remember a very particular incident,” 
laughed Fred, “which happened when I fitst came 
out. The. Commissioner’s wife always made it a 
point of asking the latest joined recruits of the 
Service to tea in order to test their social capa- 
bilities. Whoever passed the test was placed 
immediately on her entertainment list and who- 
ever in her opinion failed to come up to the required 
standard was postponed for further consideration. 
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full to overflowing, and a particularly enticing cake 
which looked innocent enough on the outside: He 
nibbled at the cake with fatal results. All the crea- 
my juice did not exactly go where it was intended to 
go. To requisition a handkerchief was impossible 
under the circumstances. At that precise moment 
the Commissioner’s wife elected to ask him the— 
name of the boat on which he had travelled té India. 
The Commissioner saved the situation by produc- 
ing a-small table and answering his wife’s ques- 
tion,” 

“Failed, I suppose,” queried Major Cathcart. 

“Yes, but the incident had a peculiar sequel, 

a kind of Nemesis. A few years later she eloped 
with the young tecruit’s uncle who happened to 
be in the cavalry. He deserted her after six 
months.” 

“Served her jolly well right,” remarked 
Sheila. “Any little innocent surprises like that 
for us this evening, Fred ?” : 

“No, everything is all square and above 
board.” 

“And ‘lashings and lavings’ of it,” added 
Sheila. ? 
“By the way,” remarkeds Major ‘Cathcart, 
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accommodation, don’t you? Three large tents and 
hosts of little ones in the offing.” 

“Well, one is a kind of reception-room, din- 
ing-toom, and office combined. Another is a 
bedroom and dressing-room.” 

“And the third ?” 

“For any stray visitor who is always wel- 
come.” Would you cate to come out for a few 
days? The shooting here is not at all bad.” 

“I should like to stay to-night, if it wquldn’t 
be too much bother. I have brought along some 
bedding and a change.” 

“Splendid. No bother at all. I ‘shall be 
delighted.” 

That is a surprise for you, isn’t it? asked 
Sheila. 

“A very pleasant surprise.” 

“Not half the surprise that my father and I 
got yesterday evening.” 

“How was: that ?” 

“About a week ago my father had a letter 
from Major Cathcart stating that it was just pos- 
sible that he might be coming out to India in the 
near future. Yesterday evening he arrived com- 
plete with wife. ase 
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laughed Mabel. 

“Rather to the great delectation of us all,” 
rejoined Sheila. 

“T also got somewhat of a surprise,” remarked 
Mabel. “My husband was away in London. 
Late one evening I got a wire stating that ‘if I'd 
cate to have a little air holiday, I should come to~ 
London as soon as possible. I arrived at eight 
o’clock the following morning, and at ten we 
started for India. And hete we are.” 

“Were you successful in your guesses, Fred, 
as to who wete going to be your visitors?” 
queried: Sheila. 

“No, I wasn’t. You were quite right when 
you said that even with three thousand guesses 
I should be miles off the target.” 

“Did you try very very hard ?” asked Mabel 
shyly. 

. “T must honestly confess I didnt. I tried 

to think of Sheila’s friends. ‘The dnly one I knew 
was yourself, and I thought you were thousands 
and thousands of miles away.” 

“So I was less than a week ago.” 

“Then T looked at t the letter again, and found 
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“But you were not very disappointed, were 
you ?” 

Before Fred had time to reply, Sheila inter- 
posed:— 

“Mabel, did you ever hear the story of the 
" little. lady who wanted to know too much ?” 

“No, Sheila.” 

“Fou did, Major Cathcart, didn’t you ?” 

“Of course I did. As a matter of fact it was 
I who told it to you ages and ages ago when you 
yourself were very little.” ; 

“What is the story?” asked Fred. - 

“You tell it, Sheila. I want to see if you 
remember it all right.’ 

“Very well,” replied Sheila. “Here goes. 
Once upon a time, and a very good time it was 
too, there was a little lady and she was very popu- 
lar with everybody. From morning till night 
she went ebout eternally asking questions of all 
the people whom she chanced to meet. At 
first nobody minded. As a matter of fact most 
of them rather enjoyed what they looked on as 
a kind of a joke. Naturally she did not get very 
truthful replies ‘at all times, but of course that 
was to "be expected. Gradually, however, they 
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little lady, until at last she was left sadly and com- 
pletely alone.” 

“And she died of a broken heart,” suggested 
Mabel. 

“No. She died of atrophy of the imagination. 
She had killed the romance of wonder in a-con- 
tinual accumulation of facts.” 

“That will never happen to me anyway, 
because I am always in search of the wonder of 
romance.” 

There was an awkward silence for a moment 
but Major Cathcart gallantly came to the rescue. 

“The story I told you, Sheila, ended in quite 
a different manner. ‘The little lady died a natural 
death but a very lonely death. She went up to 
Heaven, and knocked very gently, as was het way, 
for admission. The Keeper of the Gate told her 
that for the present he could admit her only to the 
lower story. She must expiate her fault by re- 
maining there for five hundred thousand million 
yeats.”” 

“What a terrible sentence,” they all cried. 

“Tt wasn’t really, you know. Five hundred 
thousand million years is practically nothing when 
compared to eternity and it passes in nbd time.” 

“I heard a third version of the story,’ said 
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Fred, “which differs from the other two versions 
in a remarkable way. The Keeper of the Gate 
refused admission to the little lady. She sat down 
outside in a very disconsolate manner. Every- 
one who passed in had the tight to ask her a 
question, but she looked so depressed and forlorn 
‘that very few exercised their right. One day a 
big pompous man arrived, loaded with hundreds 
and hundreds of files, which were all securely 
fastened with any amount of red tape. He knocked 
at the Gate in a bumptious manner, as was his 
usual way. The Keeper of the Gate sternly re- 
fused him admission, and banged the door jin his 
face. Moreover anyone who passed in had the 
tight to examine any or all of the files. In the 
beginning he was so very nasty over the business 
that all who entered took the greatest pleasure 
in putting him to as much bother as they possibly 
could.” + 

‘T should like to give you a word of advice,” 
said the little lady. : 

“What is it ?? growled the bumptious fellow. 

“You give yourself a lot of unnecessary 
bother in fastening and unfastening those files, 
If I were you, I should leave them all open,’ 
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‘Certainly, with very great pleasure.” 

“It took them a long time to open out all 
the files, and undo the red tape of which they 
made a large bonfire. Nobody now even bothered 
to look at the open files as they passed in.” 

‘I am really very sorry,’ said the bumptious 
fellow, who was now no longer bumptious but 
very humble and courteous. ‘I made a vety 
setious mistake in trying to be too secret for no 
reason at all. What are you outside here for? 
Perhaps I can help you as you helped me.’ 

‘I was very foolish in asking too many ques- 
tions. 

“Now all this time the Keeper had his ear 
cocked inside the door. As soon as ever he 
heard them expressing regret for their faults he 
opened wide the portals. Hand in hand they 
entered and lived happy ever after.” 

“Words taken from the imagination of the 
District Magistrate of Tureemapur;y’ quoted Major 
Cathcart, “with special reference to Indian poli- 
tics, and introducing to our notice the fundamen- 
tal differences between Democracy and Bureau- 
cracy.”” . 

“You have got a wonderful imagination, 
_ Fred,” added Sheila. “I think you are wasting 
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yout time in administrative work. Why not take 
up fiction? It is far less exacting, and would 
probably be much more remunerative.” 

“Anyhow,” said Mabel, “I think that is by far 
the nicest version of the three. I like stories with 
happy endings.” 

“So do I,” agreed Sheila. “It is now our 
misfortune to have to make an end of happy 
beginnings. We ought to be making a move, 
Mabel, if we want to get back to Tureemapur 
before dark.” 

Major Cathcart went off to superintend the 
removal of his luggage to the visitors’ tent and 
after a little while he was joined by Mabel. Sheila 
and Fred were left alone. 

“Where are we now, Sheila?” 

“Tt is very difficult to say, Fred, but I think 
we ate very very far from a happy ending.” 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


As they were speeding back to Tureemapur, 
Mabel turned to Sheila and asked:— 

“Why didn’t you tell me, Sheila?” 

“Tell you what?” countered Sheila. 

“That you and Fred were in love with each 
other.” 

Sheila kept silence for a while, and stared 
straight ahead. Mabel noticed that she was pale 
and tired. Her eyes had a listless expression, an 
expression’ almost of despair. She had looked 
so different in the camp. Her eyes shone brilliant- 
ly. Her face had been animated with a glow of 
excitement. 

“Perhaps,” thought Mabel, “it is only a natural 
reaction and will pass away agair quickly.” 

Aloud she continued:— 

“Sorry, Sheila, I do not want to butt into 
your confidence against your wish.” 

Sheila turned towards her with a sad smile:-— 

“T never in my life had any secrets fom you, 
_ Mabel, and I do not wish to have any secrets from 
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you now. I meant to tell you all about it, but I 
was waiting for a propitious time. After all you 
only arrived yesterday, and we have had a very 
busy evening and morning. Now, however, is 
as -good a time as any other. What did you 
think of him, Mabel?” 

“Of Fred?” 

“Yes.” 

“He is one of the handsomest men I have 
ever seen, and I should think his character is in 
consonance with his outward appearance. It 
strikes me that he would prefer to die rather than 
do a mean or ignoble action. He has rather 
a keen sense of humour, but on the whole he is 
rather setious than otherwise. Have I got him 
tight?” 

“Perfectly. How did you know that we were 
in love with each other?” 

Mabel- laughed. 

“My dear, if you had shouted. out the fact 
to each other at the top of your voices, it couldn’t 
have been plainer. The way you waved your 
hand to him from the cat when we wete approach- 
ing the camp gave me the first inkling, and when 
he was helping you to alight it became as plain 
as a pike-staff. During tea you were both bub- 
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bling over with suppressed excitement. When 
you headed me off from my chaffing, I sensed 
that everything was not as it should be for one 
reason or another, and I knew that I had put my 
foot in it somehow. I am very sorry, Sheila. 
Please forgive me.” 

“There is nothing to forgive, Mabel, You 
could not possibly be aware of the exact position 
of affairs.” 

“Would you like to tell me now or later 
on?” 

“Now. It will be a relief to me. You 
know, of course, that Fred and I had been friends 
for many years, in fact ever since we first met at 
Garnacanty Castle.” 

“Yes, I knew that, and I was always anxious 
to meet him. Somehow or other the meeting 
never materialised.” 

“We continued to be great frienfs until a 
short time ago, when suddenly in one day every- 
thing changed.” 

“Have you any idea what brought about 
the change?” : 

“Not the faintest, but I think I know when 
the change first occurred.” * 

“What exactly happened?” 
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“Fred came to visit our Headquarters. Dut- 
ing the parade I pinned on the lapel of his coat 
the badge of the League of Youth. It was then 
that I first noticed the change in our relations. 
That evening when we said good-bye on the steps 
of the verandah, I knew for certain that we loved 
each ather.” 

“Then why are you so sad and depressed? 
You ought to be in the seventh heaven of joy 
and happiness.” 

Sheila smiled a sad pathetic little smile. 

“It isn’t so simple as all that. In the first 
place our marriage would mean a definite end to 
Fred’s career in the Service.” 

“Perhaps Fred would be inclined to choose 
his, but especially, your happiness in preference 
to any carecr.” 

“Perhaps, but he has a very stern sense of 
duty. In any case do you think that I should ever 
be really happy if I allowed him to sacrifice his 
cateer for my sake? There is another point, how- 
ever, which makes the case absolutely hopeless.” 

“What is that ?” 

Sheila was again silent for a while before 
she replied:— =” 

“You know that I have devoted my life to - 
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the service of my country.” 

“Yes, but—” 

“Wait a minute please, Mabel. You know 
too that I am the Commandant of the League of 
Youth.” 

“Why, of course.” 

“Without being conceited I may say that I 
have a good deal of influence over the otganisa- 
tion.” 

“As a matter of fact, you are the organisa- 
tion.” 

“Do you think my influence would be en- 
hanced in any way by my marriage with a 
Government official ?” 

“Tt certainly would not be enhanced in any 
way.” 

“Do you think I would be able to devote 
myself in the same whole-hearted manner to my 
work ? Wouldn’t my husband have 2 legitimate 
claim on some of my time?” + 

“Yes, I quite see that point.” 

“Lastly it would break my father’s heart.” 

Mabel looked at her in open-eyed astonish- 
ment. “ 

“T ghink 2 enntinied Sheila. “vou have not 
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love Fred more if he were his own son, and under 
other circumstances our marriage would give 
him the very greatest pleasure. You know my 
father well. You remember how he gave you 
carte blanche with regard to my education and 
upbringing. Afterwards he pursued the same 
policy with regard to myself. He never inter- 
fered with my inclinations. He was anxious that 
I should find my own feet and choose my own 
career. I remember well the evening when I 
told him that I had finally determined on my 
choice. He declared that it was the happiest 
moment of his life.” 

“What was it that caused you to make this 
particular choice ?” 

“The example of your husband.” 

The rest of the journey was covered in 
silence. Each was occupied with her own thoughts. 
Mabel reflected on how her husband had given 
up his profession without the slightest hesitation 
in order to serve his country in aless conspicuous 
and more dangerous manner. His time was now 
nevet his own. At 2 moment’s notice he was 
liable to receive orders to go somewhere, any- 
where on: a secret aad confidential mission. There 
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any rest. His life was always in danger whether 
at home or abroad. Nevertheless he was out- 
watdly always calm and imperturbable. He never 
complained about his onerous duties. He only 
expressed regret to her that he was so often 
compelled to leave her alone. She understood 
and played the game. There was always ¢ cheery 
word at parting and a warm welcome on his 
return. It was only at night time, when 
he had lost consciousness in sleep, that she 
occasionally had a glimpse of the perilous times 
he must have encountered. She remembered one 
occasion in particular when he had returned from 
a longer absence than usual. He looked pale and 
haggard and utterly exhausted. He retired early 
that night, but he had a most miserable time. 
He tossed from side to side. He moaned in 
his sleep, and frequently murmured confused 
incoherent phrases. Finally, with a’ loud yell 
he jumped completely out of bed. His own 
shout awakened him. He seemed a bit dazed for 
a moment and looked around wildly. Suddenly 
recognising where he was, he said with a rueful 
smile :— 


. 
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thing I had for dinner that didn’t click with its 
surroundings.” 

She knew that he had eaten practically no 
dinner but she preserved a tactful silence. Small 
wonder then that the impressionable Sheila had 
been stirred by his example. 

Shgila’s thoughts were bitter sweet. Sweet 
with regard to the pleasant memories of the past, 
and bitter with regard to the actualities of the 
present. Suddenly she pulled herself up with 
a jerk, and began to upbraid herself:— 

“Heroine indeed,” she scoffed. “You never 
had any trouble worth speaking of throughout 
your whole life. You were always allowed to 
do practically whatever you wished. You decided 
to serve your country. What service have you 
done so far? Nothing except what has given 
pleasure to yourself. That is not real service. 
It is simply pure downright selfishness. The 
very first moment you are asked to make the 
slightest sacrifice, you whine and complain. 
You are prepared to shed tcars of bitter sorrow 
on your unfortunate and miserable plight. You 
ought to be ashamed of yourself. That is not 
the stuff from whicn heroines are made. Remem- 
ber what your father told you about the Tommies 
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going over the top, singing as they went to al- 
most certain death. Grin and bear it. Smile. 
Service is sacrifice. What does your selfish hap- 
piness matter with the welfare of hundreds, thou- 
sands, nay millions of your people?” 

Almost immediately after dinner Bannerji went 
off to his study. During dinner Sheila more than 
sutptised Mabel. She seemed to be at the very 
top of her form. She mildly rageed her father 
about vatious things. She twitted Mabel on 
having evidently found the elixir of youth and 
beauty. She was amusing and even scintillating. 
Stuck deep in her heart, however, was the sword 
of pain and sorrow. She continued in the same 
strain until they were both ready to retire for the 
night. 

“Do you mind if I give you a bit of advice, 
Sheila?” 

“Please do. I shall be very glad of your 
advice now and at all times.” + 

“Have you told Fred that you loved him?” 

“No.” 

“Are you sure that he knows that you love 
him?” : 

“T a not certain. of course, but J think he 
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“Men are peculiar where women ate con- 
cerned. They ate liable to think all kinds of 
things. Generally they are guided by facts where- 
as women are influenced a good deal by their 
inherent intuition. You are sure that he loves 
you?” 

“Absolutely certain.” 

“Athough he never told you?” 

“No, he never told me.” 

“Fred will never be sure unless you tell 
him.” 

“Do you think I ought to tell him?” 

“I certainly do. Even though the case may 
be hopeless, there is always the pleasure of know- 
ing that you are beloved.” 

“I shall tell him,” said Sheila quietly. 

“Good-night, Sheila.” 

“Good-night, Mabel.” 

About the same time quite a different scene 
was being enacted in the camp. Major Cathcart 
and Fred had dined. The dinner things had been 
cleared away, and the servants had tetired to the 
quarters for the night. Everything was still and 
silent as the grave. 

“A good night, a good place, and a good 
time for confidence.” remarked Maior Cathcart 
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“Almost perfect,” replied Fred smiling. 

“T expect you were surprised when we turned 
up this evening.” 

“Very much so indeed, especially as I thought 
you both were in England. At the same time I 
was very pleased. Visitors are rare, and they 
are always welcome. Camp life can become 
very monotonous. I was patticularly pleased, 
however, to meet you.” 

“Why 2” 

“Bannerji had told me all about the Triple 
Alliance between himself and you and the Chief 
of the Intelligence Department at the War Office.” 

“And Bannerji has told me all about the Triple 
Alliance between himself and yourself and Sheila. 
You were serious, of course, when you said you 
were prepared to throw in your lot with them?” 

“Yes, quite serious.” 

“To what extent are you prepared to go?” 

“The limit.” . 

“Even to the extent of resigning the Ser- 
vice?” 

“Yes, even to the extent of resigning the 
Setvice.”” . 
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“T am very glad. From the moment I saw 
you I felt certain of your answer, but I wanted 
to be quite sure. Even though I consider myself 
to be a good judge of character, I sometimes make 
mistakes. Perhaps, however, you do not realise 
what you are letting yourself in for, and you can 
withhold your decision until you have heard the 
exact position of affairs.” 

“My decision has already been made.” 

Major Cathcart looked at him and smiled. 

“Very well. I shall tell you how matters 
stand, and then explain to you our exact plan of 
campaign. Things are moving so rapidly that 
even our anti-diluvian politicians are beginning 
to sit up and take notice. They are still hesi- 
tant and bewildered. Their old panaceas have 
been taken from them. The League of Nations 
no longer functions. They do not know what 
to do. They are waiting and hoping like Micaw- 
ber for something to turn up. Their waiting 
days, however, are numbered. Public opinion is 
steadily becoming more and more insistent for a 
more definite and decisive foreign policy. In 
the meantime they have been knocked off their 
omniscient perch,-and are more amenable to 
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Intelligence is listened to with respect, and the 
Military, Naval, and Air authorities are no longer 
snubbed.” 

“How does all this affect India ?” 

“Very little in one way, and very much in 
another. India scarcely comes in at all in the 
present general scheme. At home the Army, 
the Navy, and the Air Force are being “rapidly 
expanded, and equipped with the most modern 
weapons. In India proper a few units have been 
mechanised, but the numerical strength of the 
Army still remains the same. A few cruisers 
have been added to guard a coast-line which is 
roughly four times the size of Britain. A little 
money has been spent on 4 projected port of 
call on the West coast of Africa, and much 
money and labour have been expended on the 
Singapore base. ‘The whole trend of the present 
policy is to make England impregnable. The 
other states in the Commonwedlth of Nations, 
including India, have got to look out for them- 
selves.” 

“The other states in the Commonwealth of 
Nations ate more or less in a pésition to do so, 
but I am afraid that is not thecase with ‘ndia.” 

“I know, and it is for that reason that India 
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is so much, affected. There is practically no 
possibility of the invasien of South Africa, Canada, 
or Australia. India on the other hand seems 
destined to be the arena of a most sanguinary 
struggle.” 

“As far as I can see we have lost the initia- 
tive, which is always fatal in warfare. We have 
forgotten or discarded the principle that attack is 
the best defence, and we are concentrating on 
defence from attack from an unknown quarter.” 

“Therein lies our greatest weakness. Out 
politicians cannot or will not disctiminate between 
friends and enemies. They want to be all things 
to all men.” 

“An attitude which is both ridiculous and 
absurd at the present time,” remarked Fred. 

“TI quite agree. A world show-down between 
Fascism and Democracy is inevitable. We have 
got to take sides one way or another and the sooner 
the better. Personally I cannot see any teason 
for the slightest hesitation. We are already under 
cettain obligations to France, and France is allied 
with ‘Russia. America has definitely declared 
herself on the side of Democracy.” 

“Perhaps Russia is the cause of the trouble. 
The British public wanld nat cétneeech 5 ce. 
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with godless Russia.” 

“The British public does not give a tuppenny 
damn whether Russia is godless or not. It is 
not the British public but our High Church politics 
that causes this unfortunate _ shilly-shallying. 
Whenever the Church has been allowed to inter- 
fere in the administration of the State, it has in- 
variably wrought ruin and disaster.” ° 

“Tis true, ’tis pity; and pity ’tis, ’tis true,” 
quoted Fred. 

“All this, however, is wandering away from 
the point. Let’s get back to India and to you. 
One advantage of the present state of affairs is 
that the politicians are only too glad to snatch 
at any straw which they think will help in extricating 
them from the hopeless muddle which they have 
made of things. They are beginning to see that 
India is a danger point. On that account they 
have given a half-hearted blessing to, the Triple 
Alliance. Official recognition they. dare not give. 
Tt doesn’t matter. We are in a position now to 
force their hands. I have come out to India with 
practically full powers, and that is where you 
come in.” og 

Major Cathcart paused and looked searchingly 
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“ “Barkis, is willin’,? ? smiled Fred. 

“Willing to obey all orders whatever they 
may be ?” 

Fred nodded his assent. 

“By the way have you any knowledge of the 
Russian language ?” 

“Yes.” 

“K fairly good working knowledge >” 

“More than that. I think I know it almost 
as well as my own language.” 

“This is perfectly splendid. What on earth 
put you on to Russian 2” 

“The taking over of Gilgit. I thought we 
were bound to be mixed up with Russia at one 
time or another, and that the knowledge would 
be useful.” 

“Yes. Have you ever been to Russia ?” 

“Several times.” 

“Good, You will be going there once 
again soon. Your destination is Petrograd.” 

Fred looked astonished and Major Cathcart 
laughed. 

“J expect,” continued Major Cathcart, 
“that has sprung a bit of a surprise on you.” 

“Tt certainly has. When do I start >” 

“Here is another little surprise. I’d like you 
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to start almost immediately. Can you be ready 
within a week ?” 

“As far as 1 am personally concerned I can 
be ready to start within twenty-four hours, but 
there are many other arrangements to be made 
which will probably cause a good deal of delay.” 

“Such as ?” 

“Well for one thing there is the quetion of 
the appointment of my successor in the District. 
Tt will take at least a fortnight even to get a reply 
from the Secretariat.” 

“You can leave all those arrangements to mc. 
As I told you I have come out here practically as a 
plenipotentiary. All I want you to do is to hand 
over to me your resignation in writing. Allege 
as your excuse ‘urgent private affairs’.”” 

Fred wrote out his resignation and handed it 
overt without a word. : 

“T shall be very much surprised if within 
forty-eight hours from noon to-morrow your 
resignation is not accepted, and you will then 
find yourself 2 free agent as far as the Indian Civil 
Service is concerned. And now for you’ new 
duties.” b 

Major Cathcart in detail explained what was 
required. He himself would be obliged to 
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remain in Indja indefinitely in order to supervise 
and coordinate the arrangements at this end. 
Fred was to take his place in Russia and act as his 
liaison officer. His stay there was also likely to 
be indefinite. It all depended on the outbreak 
of hostilities and how long the hostilities would 
last. 

«The Kathleen Mavourneen system, I sup- 
pose,” remarked Fred. a 

“What is that?” queried Major Cathcart. 

“It may be for years and it may be for ever.” 

Major Cathcart became very grave as he te- 
plied:— 

“There is no use disguising the fact that 
you will be in constant danger. At the present 
time Russia is honeycombed with spies from 
every country, but their counter-espionage system 
is as efficient, if not mote efficient than any other 
such setvice in the whole world. You will be 
spied upon but you will also have an unobtrusive 
and effective bodyguard. Even then I want 
you to promise me that you will take no unneces- 
sary tisks. Remember that you will be much 
more useful to ‘us alive than dead, and that it 
will be very difficu’t to replace you.” 


ren 
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Cathcart again went into details. Mégps and codes 
were produced, and the system of communication 
meticulously explained. No expense was to be 
spared. There was ample credit at his disposal. 
In the first instance up to one million sterling, 
and that amount, if necessary, could be increased 
without the slightest difficulty. 

“You will make your own way to Gilgit.” 

“There won’t be very much difficulty about 
that.” 

“There might easily be if things were not 
ptepared for you beforehand. You will be met 
at Gilgit, and be conducted along the main route 
until you arrive at Petrograd. After that, you 
will carry out instructions. I think that is all. 
Have you any questions to ask?” 

“No. You have made everything abso- 
lutely clear.” 

Major Cathcart stood up and went to the door 
of the tent. . 

“It’s the dawn already,” he exclaimed. 

The two men went out and looked towards 
the East. The cold pearly-grey horizon was al- 
ready beginning to assume a warnier flesh-colour- 
ed tint. Even at that carly houg sounds of human 
activity travelled faintly in the still morning air 
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from the neighbouring villages. A solitary ryot, 
looming large in the uncertain light of the dawn, 
plodded slowly past in order to commence another 
atduous day’s toil. 

“I think the best thing I can do now,” 
continued Major Cathcart, “is to make a beat for 
Tureemapur. I can have forty winks on the 
way back, Any difficulty in getting the car out 
at this time of the morning ?” 

“Not the slightest.” 

Fred rang out for the choukidar who came 
trotting along almost immediately with his brass- 
tipped stave and his blanket trailing from one 
shoulder. 

“Yes, Sahib.” 

“Tell the bearer to bring chhoti haziri and 
the driver the car. I want both immediately.” 

“Very good, Sahib.” 

In an incredibly short space of time both the 
chhoti haziri aad the car arrived. While the men 
were drinking their tea, the bearer loaded up the 
luggage. 

“When shall I start?” enquired Fred. 

Major Cathcart pondered for a while and then 
quietly teplied:— - 

“This day week. Evervthine will bein readi- | 
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ness by then. Will that suit you?” 

“Perfectly.” ; 

“My movements will be very uncertain in the 
meantime. I may not have a chance of seeing you 
again. Good-bye and good luck.” 

“Good-bye.” 

Within forty-eight hours Fred’s resignation 
was accepted with orders to hand over imtmediate- 
ly to the Senior Deputy Collector. The same 
day he had a short cryptic note from Sheila:— 


“Dear Fred, 
Come and dine with us the night before 
you leave and bring your driver. 


Sheila.” 


The four days that followed were spent in 
a hectic endeavour to dispose of all his goods 
and chattels. He had been ordered to travel light, 
a tooth-brush, a wallet, and a revolver. He 
heaved a sigh of relief as he drove out to 
Bannerji’s residence. Everything was in readiness 
at last. He was setting out early on the follow- 
ing morning. . 

Sheila and her father and. Mabel Cathcart 
were standing on the steps of thé verandah as he 
drove up. Bannerji put his arm through Fred’s 
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and led him into the drawing-room. Sheila 
and Mabel followed but not immediately. 

“Just a minute, Mabel,” said Sheila, “I 
want to give a message to Fred’s driver.” 

She tripped down the steps, and gave some 
orders in a low tone. ‘The driver salaamed 
and disappeared with the car. 

Dirmer was a very cheery affair. It seemed 
as if everyone was determined to make the best 
of the last few moments. Bannerji was delighted 
to have Fred, and Fred was delighted to have 
Sheila. Sheila had all she loved in the world 
around her. 

“Major Cathcart not here?” enquired Fred. 

“Sherlock Holmes,” retorted Sheila. 

“Yes, Pve been doing a little bit of Pelmanism 
recently just to pass away the time, and I find it 
is extraordinarily good for improving powers 
of observation. I think you ought to have a shot 
at it, Sheila. You have plenty of time on your 
hands.” 

“TI can testify to SHetes powers of observa- 
tion,”s interposed Mabel, “as it was I who was 
partly responsible for her training. I can also 
testify that the time on her hands is much more 
profitably emploved ” 
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“Why not try cross-word puezles, Fred?” 
added Sheila. “I think you would find them less 
arduous and more beneficial than Pelmanism.” 

“Beaten at the start,” said Fred turning to 
Bannetji with a smile. “I appeal to you for | 
assistance. Two to one are rather unfair odds.” 

“The best way I can help you is to teach 
Mabel and Sheila the obvious advantages of the 
direct method.” 

“How 2” cried Sheila and Mabel in one 
breath. 

“By giving a straightforward answer to a 
simple and direct question.” 

“All square,” murmured Sheila. “Carry 
on, Dad.” = 

“A few hours after his return from your 
camp, Major Cathcart disappeared, and we have 
not heard tale or tidings of him since.” 

“Leaving his poor neglected wife shivering 
and pale, heart-broken and forlorn,” remarked 
Sheila. 

“Nothing of the kind,” retorted Mabel. “TI 
have been so busy since I arrived that T scarcely 
have had time to think. Sheila has commandeer- 
ed me as her personal assistint. Once upon a 
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the boot is on the other foot.” 

“Is she a very hatd taskmaster?” queried 
Pred. 

“No tales out of school, Mabel,” interposed 
Sheila. “Curiosity, thy name is~” 

“The whole human species,” finished Bannerji, 
“with the animal species running a close second.” 

The gay badinage suddenly ceased as soon 
as they entered the drawing-room. Fred was 
wanted on the phone. Major Cathcart had rung 
him up to say that everything was O.K. This 
brought them all down to the hard facts of the 
situation. Fred was leaving early in the morning. 
They might never see him again. 

After a little while he stood up to take his 
leave, and they all went out with him to the 
steps of the verandah. 

- “Flallo,” exclaimed Fred. “My car seems to 
have disappeared. That is your car, Sheila, isn’t 
it ?” 3 

“Yes, that is mine. T’ll run you home, 
Fred. I am afraid I had the cheek to send your 
driver on an errand without asking your per- 
mission.”” . 
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him.” 

"Or when she didn’t want Rim,” thought 
Mabel. She guessed and appreciated the object 
of the little manoeuvre. Sheila was going to 
follow her advice. 

Sheila drove along in silence until they reach- 
ed the bungalow. Fred jumped out and turned: 
round to say good-bye, but Sheila stopped the 
engine. 

“[’m coming in for a minute, Fred.” 

Fred led the way towards the drawing-room. 

“Not there, Fred. Let’s go into your study.” 

Sheila went forward to the desk and sat 
down in the chair usually occupied by Fred. 

“Will you stand over there, please, Fred ? 
Just opposite to me.” 

Fred wondered what was going to happen. 
He noticed that Sheila was tense with excitement. 
Her hand trembled ever so slightly as she pointed - 
the place where she wanted him to take up his 
position. 

“Does this remind you of anything, Fred?” - 

“Pm afraid it doesn’t.” . 

Sheila kept her eyes lowered and her fingers 
were playing nervously with a paperweight. 
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of Rai Bahadur >?” 
“Yes. OF course I do.” 

“You were sitting where I am now, and the 
Rai Bahadur was standing in your present po- 
sition.” 

“That’s right. And you and Captain Umrao 
Singh were sitting on either side of me.” 

“The Rai Bahadur was on his trial for malici- 
ous libel and gross defamation of character.” 

“Yes.” 

“You are on your trial now on a different 
charge.” 

“Carry on.” 

“You are the Collector and District Magis- 
trate of Tureemapur ?” 

“Yes.” 

“You know that I am the Commandant of 
the League of Youth ?” 
- “Yes.” 

“You are accused of theft.” 

“Not Guilty.” 

“Pray be serious. You have not yet heard 
the specific charge.” 

“What is it 2? 

“In that you’ stole and are still in posses- 
sion of one of the most valuable assets of the 
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Commandant of the League of Youth.” 

“To wit?” 

“Her heart. What have you got to say in 
answer to that charge ?” 

Sheila looked up at him for the first time. 
There was no mistaking the love light in her 
eyes. 

Fred was round the table in a trice and took 
her in his arms. Their lips met in the first ecsta- 
tic kiss of mutual love. 

“You haven’t yet answered the charge,” said 
Sheila, nestling still closer to him. 

“Tf I did steal your heart, I did it unconscious- 
ly, but I am glad I did it. If I have your heart 
in my possession, you can say good-bye to it, 
because you will never get it back.” 

“Won’t you give me yours in exchange ?” 

“TI am frightfully sorry, Sheila. I can’t.” 

“Why ?” : 

“T have already given it away irrevocably.” 

“To whom ?” 

“Tl give you thtee guesses.” 

“y dont want to guess, ia Td like you 
to tell me.’ 

“T have already given it ¢o you for keeps, 
Sheila.” 
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“And I shall keep it for ever.” 

Another long embrace followed. 

“By the way, Fred, you are not very cu- 
_tious.” 

“Why?” 

“You never made any enquiries about your 
dtiver.” 

“Héll turn up all right some time, I expect. 
What does it matter anyhow?” 

“T sent him away in order that I could have 
the last few minutes alone with you.” 

“My darling.” 

“My beloved.” 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


“How well you ate looking,” they all cried 
when Major Cathcart turned up about a month 
after Fred’s departure. 

“And why not?” he replied. “I have had 
a most glorious time.” 

Major Cathcart was indeed looking very 
well. Years seemed to have slipped from his 
shoulders. He appeared to be buoyant, sanguine, 
and triumphant. 

“Do you know,” he continued, “that I am 
going to be even ‘weller’? I am going to sit 
and browse on the fat of the land in a leisurely 
lusuriousness whilst I watch you other people . 
sweating blood and working forty hdurs a day.” 

“What an awful pity,” sighed Mabel. 

“What is a pity?” enquired Sheila. 

“My husband’s present mood. He will part 
with no information whilst in his present condi- 
tion. Too well I know the symgtoms.” 

“What do you do usually under’ such cir- 
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“Possess «my soul in patience. Sometimes 
a whisky and soda has the desired effect. It 
makes him effervesce and bubble over.” 

“No harm in trying anyway,” remarked Sheila, 
who gave the necessary orders to the butler. 

“And in the meantime,” suggested Bannetji, 
“if Ulysses is not willing to go into the details 
of his wanderings, he may be persuaded to give 
us an inkling of the nature of the work which it 
will give him such pleasure to watch.” 

Before Bannerji had finished speaking, the 
butler had brought in the drinks. 

“This is a very excellent idea,” said Major 
Cathcart, helping himself to a whisky and 
soda. “I now propose to begin at the beginn- 
ing.” 

“A very good and proper place to make 

-4 start,’ confirmed Mabel. 

“I£ I have any more of your rude remarks 
I shall immediatély dry up.” 

“Have another whisky and soda.” 

“That, I may mention, is a more sensible 
and suitable suggestion. I am not quite ready 
for another just -yet, but it is undoubtedly good 
to behold"the ingredients in the offing. Bacchus 
is ever a jovial and solacing companion.” 
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“As far as I remember,” retorted Mabel, 
“Bacchus nevet knew the taste nor even the smell 
of whisky.” 

“Oh, shut up, Mabel,” cried Sheila. “We'll 
nevet get any information at this tate of going.” 

Sheila was fervently hoping that Major Cathcart 
would have some news of Fred. 

“Thank you, Sheila. I am very glad you 
are on my side. This little exhibition will give 
you a small idea of what I have to put up with 
whenever I am compelled to be domesticated.” 

He smiled at Sheila and addressed himself 
to her first. 

“Fred arrived at Petrograd without any 
untowatd adventure. I had a communication 
from him only this morning, and he is fit and 
well. He wound up with the word ‘love’. I 
expect we all go shares in that. In any case I 
returned the amount duly doubled, Any dis- 
senting voice? No. Well then, passed una- 
nimously. It doesn’t seem very long ago since 
I said good-bye to him in camp and now there 
is nearly a whole continent between us.” * 

Major Cathcart paused in ofder to sip his 
whisky and soda. Nobody said a word. * They all 
waited patiently for what was to follow. In spite 
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of his insouciance’ they felt that he had some 
important informgtion to impart. . 

“When I left here after my return from 
Fred’s camp,” he continued, “I proceeded to the 
biggest noise in India.” 

“The Viceroy ?” ventured Bannerji. 

“Guessed it in one.” 

“Afly difficulty in getting an appointment ?” 

“On the contrary he was expecting me, and 
along with him was the Commander-in-Chief. 
‘The appointment had already been made from 
Whitehall. That was the reason why I was in 
such a hurry when I returned from camp.” 

“Were you received in your private capacity 
or as a Government emissary ?” 

“I was received as a mechanisation expert 
who was to be accorded all possible facilities, 
and whose advice was to be followed whenever 
ptacticable.’ 

“A pretty tall order, wasn’t it 2” 

“Yes. I should never have received such 
wide powers were it not for the fact that our 
politicians had the wind up properly. More- 
over my task was considerably lightened by an- 
other fortuitous little circumstance. The C-in-C 
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wete together at the Staff College, and have kept 
in touch with each other ever since. It did not 
take me vety long to give a general outline of the 
main idea. He himself had already foreseen the 
possibility of an invasion of India, and he groaned 
inwatdly when he thought of the inadequacy 
of the forces at his disposal. Consequently he 
received me with open arms when I held out the 
prospect of about a quarter of a million armed 
and trained recruits.” 

“What had the Viceroy to say about a propo- 
sal that surely must have been most unexpected ?” 

“At first he was definitely hostile.” 

“I can easily imagine that he would be. He 
probably spoke about the political consequences. 
A quatter of a million armed men would un- 
doubtedly be a potential aputte of danger to 
the Indian Army of occupation.” 

“As a matter of fact he did hint at serious 
political consequence, but the *C-in-C cavalierly 
brushed his contention aside. He is a soldier 
through and through. He is not very fond of 
talking. Whatever he says he means, and he 
generally leaves no doubt as ‘fo his meaning. 
He emphatically declared that he didn’t give a 
damn about politics. He wouldn’t touch the 
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blessed thing with a forty yard pole. His job 
was to defend India. If there did happen to be 
an invasion in the near future he hadn’t a hope 
in heaven of successfully defending the countty 
with the present forces at his disposal. Further- 
more if war did break out, there would be very 
little chance of reinforcements from home. If by 
a chance*reinforcements were sent, it was doubtful 
if they would ever arrive, and in any case they 
would be centuries too late. He was out for 
accepting all the help he could possibly get from 
India and damn the political consequences.” 

“Perhaps,” remarked Bannerji quietly, “a 
successful defence of India from a foreign in- 
vasion would automatically solve all political 
problems.” 

“How do you mean?” queried Major Cath- 
catt. 

“Tf India were saved mainly by the assistance 
ptevided by the Indians themselves, don’t you 
think the way would be paved for a friendly and 
mutual independent coalition with distinct advan- 
tages to both parties of the agreement ?” 

“Do you know I think you are absolutely 
right. I mever thoyght of that. Like killing 
two birds with the one stone, what ?” 
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“And from the ashes thereof, might arise 
a permanent and sympathetic, union and un- 
derstanding.” 

“Tf I ever have the chance of meeting the 
Viceroy again, and the probabilities are all in my 
favour, I shall take jolly good care to rub in that 
point. Even after the outspoken declaration 
of the C-in-C he still remained uncdnvinced. 
Then I brought my heavy guns into action by 
quietly insinuating that the decision was really 
in my hands. He reluctantly concurred, and 
left the C-in-C and myself to discuss the neces- 
sary details.” 

“Tt was pretty plain sailing after that, I 
suppose.” 

“Not a bit of it. We got into stormy water 
almost immediately. He took it for granted 
that the whole quarter of a million men would 
be handed over to him lock, stock,,and barrel, ~ 
and proceeded to apportion them out amongst 
the various Commands. He thought that a lar- 
ger proportion should go to the Northern and 
Eastern Commands than to the Westerh and 
Southern, because he was of Gpinion that: the 
main brunt of the attack would be from the North 
and the East. I pulled him up pretty abruptly 
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by pointing out that he was labouring under a 
very serious” misapprehension.” 

“What was that?” 

“The fact that this new army was not com- 
pletely at his disposal. He ranted and he raved 
and he demonstrated that any other position would 
be unthinkable, absurd, and ridiculous. There 
must be unity of command. That was at least 
one lesson we learned from the Great Wart. 
Eventually I brought him round to my point 
of view.” 

“How?” 

“I simply stated that’ he could only have 
the men on my conditions. The conditions 
were that he would have complete control 
with regard to strategy and tactics, but that the 
Organisation should remain in my hands. By-the- 
way I must confess to a little bit of delicate dip- 
“lomacy in that connection. If I had insisted 
that the organisation were to remain in your hands, 
he would have probably stuck his toes in the 
gtound for another couple of hours. He would 
have -strongly objected to leave the organisation 
to an outsider -with whom he had never come 
in contact. He kngw me, and he also knew that 
he could not only rely on me, but that I would 
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catty out his orders willingly and conscientiously. 
Of course at the same time I cae absolutely assure 
you that you will always retain complete and 
full control.” P 

“T am afraid,” said Bannerji smiling, “that 
it is you who ate now labouring under a serious 
misapprehension. I have no longer any control 
over the organisation.” : 

“Good Lord,” exclaimed Major Cathcart, 
“what has occurred? Has the League of Youth 
gone bust? Everything was going so smoothly 
that I half expected that there was bound to be 
a snag somewhere.” 

“You need not feel the slightest bit worried 
about the League of Youth. It is growing 
stronger and stronger every day numerically 
and otherwise. The only snag is that the control 
has passed completely out of my hands.” 

“Who controls it now?” . 

“Sheila. She has complete and absotste 
control. I do not come into the picture at all. 
Not only her orders but even her wishes are 
looked upon as more or less divine confimand- 
ments.” a : 

“You did give me a bit, of a start. Now I 
can breathe freely again. You'll trust me, Sheila, 


- 
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won't you?” 

“Absolutely,” declared Sheila with em- 
phasis. 

“Once the unity of command was settled 
things began to move apace. I thought I was 
able to do a bit of a hustle when occasion re- 
quired, but the C-in-C left me standing cold, 
stiff, an& breathless. He whisked me off to the 
various Commands. He did not believe in 
wasting valuable time in correspondence, He 
allowed a week for each Command, but he beat 
his own scheduled time by three whole days. 
Having arrived back in time for tiffin to-day, 
he coolly suggested that he would like to have a 
look at Headquarters here this evening.” 

“Rather awkward for you, wasn’t it?” remark- 
ed Mabel. 

“Very awkward indeed. I know nothing 

“about the details of the organisation, and haven’t 
the foggiest notion where the various detachments 
are situated. A thorough knowledge of your 
subject is essential when the C-in-Cis on the 

. War path.” : 

“How did you manage to put him off ?? 

“Another delicate little piece of diplomacy,” 

“What was the white lie on this occasion?” 


THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 277 

“You.” oa 

“Can I have some more details, please?” 

“Certainly. told him that I had an impot- 
tant engagement with you this evening.” 

“He didn’t believe that, surely?” 

“J don’t think he did really, but it dawned 
on him that I wasn’t hankering after his company 
on this particular occasion.” i 

“He must be extraordinarily clever.” 

“His worst enemies wouldn’t have the 
cheek to call him dull. You will have an opportu- 
nity of judging for yourself very soon. He is 
coming along to-morrow morning at ten 
o’clock.” 

“You had better take him in hand immediate- 
ly, Sheila, and put him wise to a few things. 
By the way you haven’t seen the Headquarters 
yet, have you?” 

“J am afraid I haven’t but I'll Rave a good” 
look over it to-morrow with the C-in,C. He 
doesn’t neglect many details.” 

“But how are you going to answer all his 
questions?” . 

“Tam not going to make the'slightest atsempt 
to answer any of his questions. I shall have 
great pleasure in introducing Sheila as the Com- 
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mandant of the League of Youth, and Sheila 
will boldly catry pn, telling him the truth, the 
whole truth, and nothing but the benighted 
truth. No deception whatsoever. In addition 
Sheila will be saved the bother of explaining 
things twice over.” 

“You seem to have been developing a 
strong litfe in diplomacy recently.” 

“Only because I was compelled by circums- 
tances over which I had no control, as the Tommy 
said when he was forced to cough up the bottle 
of brandy he had stolen from the Officers? 
Mess.” 

Punctually at ten o’clock the following 
motning the C-in-C arrived. 

“I hope Major Cathcart was in time for 
his engagement yesterday evening,” he said to 
Mabel. 

“Only just. If he hadn’t turned up, he would 
haue been for it avith a vengeance.” 

“I am very glad there is someone who is 
able to keep him in order. He is too fond of 
gettine his own way. The unfortunate part, 
howeyer, is that he is nearly always right.” 

He was introduced to Sheila as the Com- 
mandant of the League of Youth. ‘The neat 
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simple workmanlike uniform and the clever 
determined face made an immedjate “appeal. 

“Tt is very good of you, Commandant, to 
allow me to come and visit yout Headquattets. 
I hope I am not causing you any bother of in- 
convenience.” 

“No bother of inconvenience whatsoever. 
I am very glad that you were able to find time to 
come over and pay a visit.” 

“If there is you must put all the blame on 
Major Cathcart. He is always poking his nose 
into things.” 

“{ dont’t seem to be the little white-haired 
boy this morning,” murmured Major Cathcart 
sotto voce to Bannetji. : 

As the C-in-C shook hands with Bannerji, 
he temarked:— 

“Surely we have met before somewhere ?”” 

He gazed at the courteous, swhite-haired” 
gentleman who in Spite of his white hair looked 
alert and vigorous. 

“I remember you very well. We met when 
I was a Judge at Haragpur. Mrs. Cathcart and 
Sheila were also with me then but you probably 
don’t remember them. It’s 4 vety long time ago 
now.” 
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He turned tound and looked hard at Mabel 
and Sheila trying to place them. 

“Do you know I think I’ve got them. I 
temember often seeing a pretty gitl and a fas- 
cinating child riding on the race-course and tak- 
ing the jumps like professionals.” 

“Yes,” laughed Bannerji, “you have got 
them all right.” 

“Well, well, how small the world is after 
all. Come along, Commandant, and we'll make 
a start. You need not come, Cathcart, as you 
must have seen all this many times before.” 

Thete was not the faintest glimmer of a 
smile on the face of the C-in-C, 

“What time would you like luncheon >” 
enquired Bannerji. 

“T meant to be back at my own Headquarters 
for luncheon, but I’d like to change my mind and 
accept your kind invitation. About one o’clock. 
Wail that suit?” , 4 

“Very well indeed. That is our usual hour.” 

“By the way, Cathcart, would you mind 
tinging"Up my A.D.C. and tell him I won't be 
back for luncheon? Also cancel any engagement 
I may have made for this evening.” 

“He may probably like to know the 
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“Tell him to expect me when he sees me.’ 

Sheila drove the C-in-C in her own car. On 
the way she explained their daily routine. 

“[ have made no’ special arrangements for 
to-day. They will be carrying on with their 
ordinary programme.” 

“Splendid. I always find that a set programme 
seldom works out fair. The Inspecting Officer 
is naturally disappointed if there is not an almost 
perfect show, whilst the advantages of a pte- 
vious preparation are more than counterbalanced 
by nervous strain. Are your recruits by any 
chance nervous ?” 

“T really don’t think they are. Anyway not 
of inspections. They rather play up than other- 
wise.” 

“Like to show off their paces, what ?” 

“Yes, but not from an individual point of 
view. They are dll rather proud of theit e@rga- 
nisation and are anxious to do it credit.” 

“They have already developed an _ Pa uae 
de corps’ then ?” 

“Yes, undoubtedly, but alsq veaceta shite 
er and even more binding than ‘esprit de corps.’ ” 

€What is that 2 
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“Esprit de la patrie.’” 

Even in the short time of their drive to the 
Headquarters the C-in-C already felt the effec 
of Sheila’s personality. The way she drove the 
cat was indicative of her character. A firn 
light touch on the wheel. No faltering and no 
indecision. An easy effortless concentration. 

Sheila” pulled up at the Broadcasting Station. 

“Shall we have a look at the buildings first?” 

“Carry on, please Commandant. I am com- 
pletely in your hands.” 

They entered the Broadcasting Station and 
found there a small class being instructed in the 
method of receiving and transmitting. 

“What is the idea?” enquired the C-in-C. 

“General information in the first place, and 
in the second it also proves a very valuable 
and expeditious means of communication. With 
the radio supplemented by aeroplanes I can have 
orteis distributed to the ‘Various branches 
throughout the whole of India within twenty- 
four hours.” . 

“Much quicker than I can do it. Code, 


of course?’ - 


“Yes, but very -simple. The letters of the 
2 Ty iP. 
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easily be memotised. Those sentences comprise 
practically all the urgent and important messages 
that may ever possibly be required.” 

Their next visit was to the lecture rooms 
and the Library. The lecture rooms were vacant 
at that particular hour, but the C-in-C was deeply 
interested in the well-stocked library, especially 
in the section dealing with military Operations. 

“We have concentrated on the Great War,” 
remarked Sheila, “and have endeavoured to make 
this section as complete as possible. A certain 
amount of volumes dealing with the Napol- 
conic Wars have been included by unanimous 
request.” 

“Why are the Napoleonic Wars so popular?” 

“Napoleon cuts such a large figure in mili- 
tary history and he seems to make a striking 
appeal to the youthful imagination.” 

“Hero-worship, I suppose.” , 

“Perhaps a médel to be imitated.” + 

They made a quick tour through the living 
quartets. ‘The C-in-C was very much struck by 
the neatness and orderliness everywhere displayed. 
The kitchens came in for special, attention. » They 
wete spotless. Ihe brass vessels shone like 
mirtots against a background of white-washed 
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walls and green-tiled floors. Sheila explained 
that all the work in connection with the cooking 
and waiting was performed by the recruits them- 
selves in rotation. There was not a single servant 
in the whole area. z 

There were two platoons on the parade ground. 
One was engaged in signalling and the other in 
extended Stder drill. ; 

The C-in-C enquired what was the extent of 
their training. 7 

“Up to battalion drill, We have quite suffici- 
ent numbers for platoon and company drill, but 
we have to do skeleton battalion drill.” 

Before going along to the aerodrome where 
the other two platoons were engaged, Sheila showed 
him the girls at practical Red Cross work, Vari- 
ous kinds of casualties were described by the 
Instructress. Then individuals were told of to 
represent those casualties, and batches of recruits 
were>ordered to give First Aid. The casualties 
on this occasion represented a fractured fore- 
arm, a_broken leg, and a severed artery. The 
C-in-C “admired the very clear exposition of the 
theory and the efficient handling of the cases by 
the rectuits: 3 

They found Captain Umrao Singh superin- 
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tending the firing at the range. Sheila introduced 
him as the General Captain, and the C-in-C talked 
to him about his experience in the Army. The 
Military Cross caught his eye. 

, “Congratulations,” said the C-in-C, tice 
ing. to the coveted white and purple ribbon. 
“France or Mesopotamia?” 

“Afghanistan, Sir.” 

“How do you find the recruits?” 

“Very good, Sir.” 

“Quick in the up-take >” 

“Very quick indeed, Sir.” 

“Likely to make good marksmen?” 

“Most of them are that already, Sir.” 

“Excellent. They may all be needed sooner 
than you expect.” 

“T hope so, Sir,” replied Umrao Singh with 
the light of battle glinting in his eyes. 

“That’s the spirit. By the way, do ae. do 
any machinegun Work?” > 

“Yes, Sir, as soon as they have cies 
their rifle training.” 

retaele you very Se Umrao * Singh. 
Carty on.’ * 


® 
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There were four planes in all. One was 
Sheila’s private ptoperty, and another was partly 
dismantled for instructional purposes. The 
temaining two were used for beginners’ flights. 

“This is my special side-line,” remarked 
Sheila, “just as Captain Umrao Singh takes special 
charge of the musketry.” 

“Do"they all become pilots?” 

“Yes, every single individual. I think they 
are keener on this part of the training than on any 
other. Even the girls want to learn to fly. 2 

“Do you allow them?” 

“Not so far.” 

“Why not?” 

“They have a tremendously long course to 
finish in a comparatively short time, and I think 
they will be more useful as trained nurses than 
as pilots or observers.” 

“You fly, yourself, of course?” 

- “Would you like a joy ride?” asked Sheila 
smiling. 

“Nothing I should like better.” 

Willing hands wheeled out Sheila’s plane, 
and ir. a few minutes they were in the air. Again 
the C-in-C was struck by the cool decisive manner 
in which the controls were manipulated. After 
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citcling a few times over the camp, Sheila made 
straight for the Ganges which shé struck at Gat- 
mukhtesar. Flying low she followed the course 
of the river upwards until she came to Hardwat. 
Flying lower still she “save the C-in-C a magni- 
ficeht panoramic view of the spectacular Kumbh 
Mela. They were back again at the axaodenine 
in little over an hour. 

“Thank you very much indeed, Commandant, 
for a most interesting morning.” 

Sheila looked at her watch. 

“We shall just be in about right time for 
luncheon.” 

Major Cathcart was waiting for them on the 
steps when they arrived. 

“Did you show the C-in-C all the works 
successfully, Sheila?” 

“Yes, she did,” replied the C-in-C, anticipa- 
ting Sheila. “It was a very excellent show indeed. 
I’d strongly advis® you to pay it a visit whenever 
you have a little time at your disposal.” 

Major Cathcart winked a Sheila. 

“Will you excuse me,’ ” interposed* Sheila. 
“Tl run along and see about the tiffin. Wall you 
bring the C-in-C along when he is+ready? He 
may like to have a wash and ,brush up. You'll 
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find drinks in the drawing-room.” 

Major Cathcagt brought the C-in-C to his 
own room, 

- “Pretty busy just now?” enquited the C-in-C. 

“Not patticularly, I have just recently se- 
cuted a very efficient and reliable substitute.” 

“Where is he working?” 

“Amidst sleigh-bells and vodka.” 

“So you ate practically at a loose end for the 
moment?” . 

“Those moments unfortunately are few and 
far between. You’re not thinking of asking me 
to do a job of work, are you?” 

“T am afraid so.” 

“I thought as much from your kind enquiries 
after my welfare. There is no rest for the 
weary.” 

“Rather for the willing.” 

“Please let me know the worst at once.” 

- “TI want you on my personal staff.” 

“As what?” 

“Liaison Officer.” 

“Viaison Officer?” 

“Between thé regular and irregular forces.” 

“With* pleasures An irregular appointment 
suggested by a regular brain-wave.” 
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“I thought the irregularity of the prdcedure 
would appeal to you.” + 
When they went back to the drawing-room 
they found Sheila, Mabel, and Bannerji already 
assembled there. The C-in-C received an un- 
expected shock. It took him some time to recon- 
cile in his mind the graceful sari-clad figure of his 
present hostess with the Commandant of the 
League of Youth. 
“What a remarkable change,” he thought, 
“and what a remarkably beautiful girl.” : 
Sheila noticed his surprise and smiled at him 
in a friendly manner as she led the way into the 
dining-room. Mabel was placed between the 
C-in-C and Bannerji, whilst she herself sat between 
the C-in-C and Major Cathcart. 
The C-in-C turned to Sheila. 
“How long have you known Major Cathcart?” 
“For quite a long time. Do you know in 
the beginning I almost hated him,” oes 
“T must confess he is rather trying at times. 
.Was it a case of something he did or sgmething 
he didn’t do?” . 
“Emphatically something he did. Mabel 
was my governess and I was having a fhost glori- 
ously happy time. Major Cathcart came along 
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and unexpectegdly whisked her away.” 

“Tt is always the unexpected with Major 
Cathcart. In the Staff College he never did a 
sttoke of work apparently and yet he always 
topped the list in the examinations.” e 

“My turn now, Sheila,” remarked Major 
Cathcart.. “The C-in-C used to be a wild young 
devil in the Staff College. On more than one 
occasion it was prophesied that he would come to a 
sticky end.” é 

“Prophecy fulfilled,” retorted the C-in-C, 
“I can’t imagine a stickier end than the one Iam in 
at the present moment. I suppose he has his 
good points, Mrs. Cathcart.” 

“Now, Mabel,” chipped in her husband, 
“here you have a chance of a lifetime.” 

“No intimidation,” laughed the C-in-C, 

- “His good points would be very much more 
in evidence rf he hadn’t the unfortunate knack of 
always trying td hide them.” 

“Do you think that is a back-handed compli- 
men& or a good chit, Bannerji?” enquired Major. 
Cathcart. 

“T think it is an excellent chit and I can, sup- 
plement it’ by saying that your efforts at conceal- 
ment have never been wholly successful.” 
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“I am afraid we are beaten, Commandant,” 
confessed the C-in-C. rh 

“Not quite beaten, but a temporary check in 
the face of overwhelming odds.” 

“You can have that,” replied Major Cathcart. 

‘ “By-the-way,” remarked Bannerji to the C- 
in-C when luncheon was over, “what is your 
programme for the afternoon ?” . 

“I thought of having a pow-wow with the 
Commandant and the latest addition to my per- 
sonal staff.” 

“Who is that ?” 

“Major Cathcart.” 

“Oh,” involuntarily exclaimed Mabel. 

“Don’t be alarmed, Mrs. Cathcart. His per- 
manent headquarters will be here.” 

“T am afraid that is not very much of a consola- 
tion.” 

“Why ¢ pial : ° 

“His absenc® from his permanent place of 
abode has aways been more conspicuous than 
his presence.” 

“T think I can safely guarantee that you will 
both De in the same country+for some time to 
come.” 

“We shall all be very glad ie that,” said 
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Bannerji- : “Perhaps the best place for your con- 
ference will bé my study. You will probably 
tequire maps and documents and all kinds of 
correspondence. Sheila knows the lie of the land 
and will be able to place het hand on everything.” 

“That is very good of you. Sure that I*am 
not putting you to any inconvenience ?” 

“Not the slightest.” : . 

Sheila led the way to the study. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


As they took their seats round the table 
Sheila could not help remembering with a sudden 
‘pang the last. occasion on which she assisted at 
a three-party conference in that room. It was 
the evening her father had told Fred about the 
Triple Alliance, and also when a new Triple 
Alliance was formed. Here again it seemed like- 
ly that a third Triple Alliance was to be formed. 
Her thoughts flashed back to their last hour to- 
gether, and she wondered when, if ever, she would 
see him again. She had made it plain to him on 
that last night that she would never come to him 
as long as her country required her services, and 
his sympathetic and understanding’ reply tempted 
her sorely to break her resolution, ca 

“I shall also devote my life to the service of 
your country. Perhaps that may help a litle bit 
to shorten the time of our separation. In any 
case we shall be united in werk as well’ as in 
spirit.” . : 

She wae enddenly hroucht hack to the pre- 


294 THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


sent by the crisp, business-like tone of the C-in-C. 

“Major Cathcast tells me that you have about 
a quarter of a million trained recruits.” 

- “Yes, including girls.” 

“How many ?” 

“About fifty thousand.” 

“That leaves about two hundred thousand 
recruits. How are they distributed ?” . 

Sheila produced a map of India on which the 
vatious branches were marked in small red circles. 

“You see they are well distributed over the 
- whole of India with due regard to the divisions 
in the various provinces.” 

“Roughly how does the number of tecruits 
compare with the number of the population ?” 

“The population of India as a whole is about 
four hundred million, and the total number of 
rectuits about two hundred thousand. The 
population of each province is on an average 
about’ forty million, and the number of recruits 
at present apportioned to each province is about 
twenty thousand. Again a division has a population 
of about four million whilst the number of 
rectuifs in each division is about two thousand.” 
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{ndia..as a whole about three Corps, forming a 
united Army under a unified Command. Easily 
expanded, I suppose ?” a‘ 

“Very easily. At present our main econ 
is in keeping down the numbers.” 

*“How do you keep in touch with the vari- 
ous branches ?” 

“By direct personal touch.” « 

“Surely that is not possible.” 

“Why ?” 

“Well each of your branches represents about 
one company. I have a much smaller army than 
you have, and it would be absolutely impossible 
for me to keep in direct personal touch with 
each of my companies.” 

“The circumstances are entirely different. 
You seldom meet your Company Commanders. 
In fact it is doubtful if you have ever met the 
whole of them even once.” . 

“Unfortunately there is no doubt about the 
fact. I have not met fifty per cent of them, 
and eet only for about a minute each on an 
average.” Coy 

“All my Company Commanders are trained 
here under my bapetwiston: I know them all 
petsonally.” 


296 THE COCKPIT OF THE EAST 


“Isq’t it tikely that you may forget some of 
them ?” ° 

“Tt is not very’ likely. I visit each branch at 
least once a year, and all the Company Comman- 
des come to Headquartefs annually for a short 
tefresher course.’ 

“You have undoubtedly established direct 
personal centact, because even if you do happetr 
to forget some of the Company “Commanders, 
none of them is likely to forget you. Ate all 
the branches co-ordinated under your diréct con- 
trol ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you ever thought of decentralising >” 

“I have a scheme already prepared which I 
hope to put into operation next year.” 

“Next year may be too late.” 

“I can put it into operation to-morrow under 
certain conditions.” 

“May I know, what the sckeme is, and also 
the conditions ?” 

Sheila again referred to the map, and pointed 
out about a dozen large red circles, which wete 
connected by faint-dotted lines with the smaller 
circles, and even from the smaller circles fainter 
dotted lines branched out in varjous _ diréc- 
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tions. . 


“The scheme is a very Simple one. Each 
large red citcle denotes the proposed headquarters 
of a province, and each small red circle denotes 
the proposed headquarters of a division. The 
division in due course will be mapped out into 
various districts.” 
~ “Just a moment. Your territorial division 
corresponds roughly to a Brigade, and your pro- 
vince to a military Division. That is how it 
stands at present, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, and the reason for the delay in decen- 
tralisation is a lack of sufficient trained officers 
for the higher commands.” 

“T think I can supply you with those, or at 
least with a sufficient number to make a start 
possible.” 

“Thank you very much, but it is here exactly 
where I wish to lay down certain conditions Be- 
fore I can accept*your offer.” , . 8 

Sheila spoke with a quiet determination. 
The C-in-C felt instinctively that if he wanted 
this new army, he would have to acceBt she con- 
ditions, whatever they were, -without any com- 
promise. He knew that assistance was impera~ 
tive. He hesitated, but only for a short time, 
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before be replied:— 

“I am gofig to speak to you very frankly, 
Commandant. You probably know as well as 
I do the present state of affairs in the world which 
is “sooner of later bound’to end in war. You 
also probably know as well as I do that India is 
bound to be in the vortex of hostilities. It will 
be my jobeto defend India. With the inadequate 
forces at my disposal I shall be unable to do so 
successfully. In the event of the outbreak of 
hostilities I shall be compelled to seek heip from 
within this country. There is not a shred of hope 
of any outside reinforcements artiving in time to 
be of any kind of assistance. That is the po- 
sition, Naturally I shall be only too glad to agree 
to any conditions with which it is in my power 
to comply.” 

“I shall also be very frank with you. I think 
itis the best way, because then there will not be 
the slightest cause for any friction or misundert- 
standing. If we are to work together we must 
do so in complete harmony.” 

*“T quite agree.” 

“T shall very gladly avail myself of the assis- 
tance of your officers, as many as you may think 
necessary. or ae mane ae von can affacd ta oisre 
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me. Ican, however, only use them fot instructional 
putposes. I will not give them powers ofcommand, 
On the other hand I can give you my word of 
honour that all orders issued by you with regard 
to the tactical and strategical defence of India 
from foreign invasion will be implicitly carried 
out. For that purpose I place my organisation, 
Such as it is, unreservedly at your dispésal.” 

“I am indeed more grateful to you than I 
can say. You have helped me out of a very 
awkward predicament.” 

“There is one thing more,” continued Sheila. 
“J told you I was going to be vety frank, and I 
do not wish to mislead you in any way. Any 
orders issued by you with regard to the suppression 
of the rights and liberties of my people, I shall 
unhesitatingly refuse to obey.” ; 

“{ am satisfied. I sincerely hope that such 
a contingency will never arise, both for my own 
sake personally dnd also for the sake af my 
countty.” 

The respect and admiration of the C-in-C for 
the Commandant grew by leaps and Bounds. 

“By God,” he thought to-himself, “a modern 
Joan of Arc.” ; . 


2 . . 
“Will there be any necessity for a written 
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agreement ”” "queried Sheila. 

“You have given me your word of honout, 
Commandant. That is enough for me.” 

, It may not be enough to satisfy others.” 

“Others will have to be satisfied with me 
or with my resignation.” 

Major Cathcart hastened to break the awk- 
ward littl€ pause that followed :—, 7 

“I don’t seem to be pulling any weight in 
this little show.” : 

“We'll very soon remedy that,” replied the 
Cin-C. “First of all you will act as liaison officer 
between the Commandant and myself. You 
agree to that, Commandant?” 

“Yes, certainly.” 

“You see we shall have many things to dis- 
cuss. It will be awkward for me to come here 
very often, and it will be very inconvenient for you 
to"come to my, headquarters, or wherever I happen 
to ber I think Major Cathcart will fit the bill 
very well.” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Now, Cathcart, let us have your latest infor- 
mation in detail.” | - : 

Sheila produced 3 map of Europe and Asia, 
and spread it on the table. 
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“T have already given you a rough soutline 
of the proposed plan of campaigh. ‘The forces 
of the East and, West intend to join hands in 
India and thus .complete the isolation of both 
Russia and France.” * ‘ 

*T expect they know the extent of the present 
forces in India?” 
~ “Down to the slightest detail’ ” 

“Do they know anything about the New 
Army?” 

“Information has been carefully supplied 
through the usual channels that the League of 
of Youth is a silly boy and girl movement which 
can be safely ignored, and that the organisation 
is likely to be more of a help to them than a hin- 
drance,” 

“Do they believe that?” 

“Of course they do. Human nature is very 
gullible, especially with segard to, palatable 1e- 
ports. They are Aso led to believe that i€ the 
inhabitants are not actually for them, they will 
_ not be definitely hostile.” 

“What are the points d’object?? ~ * 

Major Cathcart with the aid-of a pencil printed 
out in succession Quetta, Karachi, and Madras. 
Next he traced out the overland route from Persia 
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to Afghanistan, and the sea route to Karachi 
through the Fersian Gulf. Finally he turned to 
South China, and ‘slowly drew his pencil through 
French Indo-China, and on to Burma and Rangoon, 
and Madras. 

“Not so simple as it looks,” remarked the C- 
in-C, 

“They have done their best to make it as 
simple as possible. Afghanistan may decide to 
throw in their lot with Germany, and launch an 
attack on Quetta. Simultaneously a ‘German 

- attack will be launched against Karachi from the 
sea. As soon as the Quetta-Karachi line is con- 
solidated, the next objective will be Lahore, and 
then Delhi.” 

“And how is the attack from Madras going 
to be developed ?” 

“Upwards and outwards. They expect that 
nfost of our scanty troops will be concentrated 
in the North, and that the journey from Madras 
to Allahabad via Nagpur will be more or less in 
the nature of a joy ride. Bombay and Calcutta 
will be tdken from the rear, and the junction of 
the two forces wilk finally take place in Delhi.” 

The C-jn-C pondered over the map for a long 
time. Granted that” the first objectives were 
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taken, he would undoubtedly be placed in a vety 
awkward position. In the North he would be 
liable to attack both from the flank and the rear, 
and in the South the advance of a lightly-armed 
mobile column, if sufficiently numerous, to Allaha- 
bad was within the bounds of possibility. Before 
coming to any definite conclusion with tegard 
to his own projected plan of campaigg, he turned 
to Major Cathcart:— 

“The overland route to Afghanistan is not 
only possible and probable but also feasible. On 
the other hand the Navy would make an attack 
on Karachi very problematical of success.” 

“In ordinary times such an attack would 
nevet even materialise. The half dozen cruisers 
detailed for Indian Coast defence would be quick- 
ly supplemented by reinforcements from Singa- 
pote and the Mediterranean. On the outbreak 
of wat, however, very little reinforcements would 
be available from the Mediterranean.” ++ 

“Reinforcements could still be sent .from 
Singapore.” % 

“Unfortunately they may not be 2vailable. 
There will be nothing to prevent the Japanese 
Navy from concentrating ,at that point, and it 
will take the whole of the Naval force.at present 
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at Singapore- all its time to counter the attack 
successfully. Ih the meantime the open port o: 
Madras will be an easy target from Rangoon.” 
_ Is the port of Madras so vety open 2” 
“The Emden shelled” Madras during , the 
Great War, and sailed away unscathed. I think 
that is pretty distinct evidence of its vulnerability,” 
“Is yur information reliable 27? ; 
“I hhave every reason to believe that it is.” 
“In that case my plan of campaign is fairly 
obvious. I am not altogether wholly responsible 
for the repulse of an attack on Karachi or Madras 
from the sea, but it is undoubtedly my job to 
prevent an overland invasion of Northern India. 
On that account I shall have to concentrate a 
large portion of my forces in the North. Karachi- 
Quetta-Peshawar makes a long scraggy line of 
defence, and it would be impossible to prevent 
a determined attack from piercing the line at one 
point sr another.. Any breach*of the line of 
defence would prove fatal. Consequently my 
main Jine of defence must be the Indus. What 
do you ‘think Cathcart ?” 


“TI -quite agree.~ That will make it necessary 
Pipes gies tt ek aM be oe ee ee gf ad 
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“Moreover,” added the C-in- or “1 "shall be 
in touch with the Russians at Gilgit, and Tibet 
and Nepal will be on my right flank. The position, 
as far as the North is concerned, ought to be then 
fairly secure. Now for the disposal of the forces 
in the South.” 

“What are your instructions ?” queried Sheila. 
> “I can only tell you at present the broad 
general outlines of the proposed disposition. 
The primary object will be threefold, namely, to 
‘guard the main line of communication between 
Madras and Nagpur, and to form a ring of inland 
defence for the protection of Bombay and Calcutta. 
I shall send you details’as soon as I can.” 

“Ts there anything I can set to work on im- 
mediately ?” 

“Yes. Get your district and provincial 
headquarters ready, and expand as quickly as 
possible. I can thank my lucky star and the 
Commandant for the League of Youth.” . . 

“They may be both one and the same,” 
, suggested Major Cathcart. 

Sheila set to work right away. She Planned 
a lightning tour to the proposed headquarters 
in all the provinces and issued “orders to all the 
captains in the various districts to meet her there. 
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Not content with meeting the captains, she made 
arrangements fo hold a series of public meetings 
for the purpose of explaining not only the object 
but the necessity of the League of Youth. 
Generous public support was imperative in order 
to compare a speedy and successful expansion. 
Sheila was already personally known to a quarter 
of a millién of the Youth of India, and her fame 
and reputation had spread far and wide throughout 
the whole country. Her first public meeting was 
typical of many that followed. 

She decided to hold the first meeting at 
Tureemapur where the League of Youth had 
originally started. Written invitations were sent 
out to all the prominent citizens, and the date 
was announced to the public at large by beat of 
drum. 

The time was fixed for five o’clock in the 
evening. Long before the appointed hour people 
began to troop in thousands ‘to the aerodtome 
where the meeting was to take place. The huge 
crowds were easily and efficiently handled by the 
uniforrhed recruits and shepherded in an orderly 
mannet to their_-positions. A dais had been 
erected and loud speakets installed. 


¢ 
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dais. At that time the multitude numbered over 
twenty thousand. A loud and entHusiastic burst of 
applause grected her appearance. As she stood 
there above their heads she was the cynosure of 
all eyes. They believed in her. They trusted 
her. Many of them were reminded of the famous 
heroines of former ages. Many of them in their 
enthusiasm could easily be led to believe that she 
was mother India incarnate. Every word was 
listened to with rapt attention as she explained the 
origin And foundation of the League of Youth, 
and as she described the present state of the organi- 
sation. 

“Behold,” she cried, “a dream that has come 
true. The dream of India awakening from her 
lethargic torpor, and at last beginning to realise 
the greatness of her destiny. The dream of 
youthful enthusiasm willingly harnessed in the 
strenuous preparation for the fulfilment of that 
great destiny. ‘b-day in India there arg oge 
thousand branches of the League of Youth. 
From those branches every year are sent forth 
thousands, hundreds of thousands df» trained 
recruits, all sworn to devote their lives to the wel- 
fare of their country. All those recrujts are sound 
mentally and physically and are actuated by the 
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loftiest <idealé. Moreover cach one of those 
recruits will hnd on to his children and to his 
children’s children the torch of enthusiastic sacri- 
fice which will eventually bear fruition in a united, 
happy and prosperous India: 

“Unfortunately before that day arrives many 
difficulties will have to be surmounted, many 
dangers wit] have to be faced, and even many lives 
will have to be forfeited. In times of peace, 
organisation, training, and a sense of discipline 
ate necessary for the smooth administration of 
any country. In times of war those same qualities 
are not only necessary but essential. Within the 
past twelve months you yourselves have seen 
two notable examples of the advantages of dis- 
cipline, training, and organisation. It was by those 
qualities that Italy conquered Abyssinia. It was 
by those qualities that Japan was able to launch a 
successful invasion on a China that was unprepared. 
All these may seem to you to bé theoretical consi~- 
derations as far as you are concerned, but I can 
assure you with all the emphasis at my command 
that at the present moment they are considerations 
of the zmost vital importance.” 

She spoke slowly , and distinctly. She herself 
felt that she held her audience. At the same time 
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she paused in order that they might have an oppor- 
tunity of grasping the significance of her words, 
but especially to prepare them for her next start- 
ling and dramatic pronouncement. 

“Ts there a single ‘individual amongst the thous 
sands of those who are present here this evening 
who seriously thinks that we are sufficiently organis- 
éd, sufficiently trained, sufficiently distiplined to 
withstand a foreign invasion? Most of you up to 
this time have probably never given the matter a 
moment’s thought. Those of you who have 
thought of the matter have also probably quickly 
dismissed it from your minds on the plea that we 
are paying for an army to protect us. Even if 
this army were sufficiently numerous and sufficient- 
ly powerful are we willing to sit still and hand 
over to others for all time the protection of your 
hearths and homes? That position is unthinkable 
and cowardly in the extreme. This is your countty, 
a beautiful countty, a magnificent country, and 
a countty which is second to none in the whole 
world in its traditions, its culture, and its civilisa- 
tion. I can definitely assure you that the®present 
army is by no means numerous dr powerful enough 
to meet such an emergency. and it iseyour sacred 
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strenuous preparations for the defence of your 
country against’ a foreign invasion. 

“What are the possibilities or the probabilities 
of a foreign invasion? It i is no longer a question 
of a possibility or a probability. It is now a question 
of certainty, the most absolute certainty. Within 
six months, within three months, perhaps within 
one montlf foreign armies will be, trampling orf 
the sacred soil of India. Unless you ate prepared 
beforehand, your homes and hearths wil] be 
destroyed, your shrines will be desecrated, and there 
will be bloodshed, rapine, and devastation through- 
out the land. Do not think that this is a chimera 
of my own imagination, or a wild flight of fantasy. 
Look aloft at the actual flight above your heads 
at the present moment.” 

She suddenly pointed upwards. The intense 
silence that followed emphasised the mighty 
drone of the powerful engines of a squadron of 
aeroplanes in cchelon flight. ‘It did not take 
very long for the multitude to focus the sound. 
Sailing apparently without an effort, the squadron 
approacfied the aerodrome, passed over it at 
a height of about three thousand feet, and gradually 
faded away ir the distance. ‘The graphic aeroplane 
tattoo began and ended in a most spectacular 
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manner. 

“The aeroplanes you have just seen might 
very well have been marked’ with the German 
Eagle or the Rising Sun of Japan. I shudder to 
think what the cpoecenncrs would have been 
in the case of wat? 

The vast throng also shuddered in sympathetic 
sunison. Nothing could more foreibly have 
brought home the startling and dramatic pro- 
nouncements of the speaker. 

“Flere then is the real reason for this evening’s 
meeting. I have not summoned you for any idle 
purpose. I have not summoned you to show off 
what has been done by the Headquarters of the 
League of Youth, or to boast about the number and 
efficiency of its branches. I have summoned 
you for quite a different reason. I want to point 
out to you that the number of the branches is 
totally inadequate. I am proud, however, tor be 
able to say that the actual number of recruits has 
never presented, and will not, I hope, ever present 
the slightest difficulty. What I require at present 
is your moral support, but especially your practi- 
cal support. You are all ready at all times to pay 
premiums to insure your material goods against 
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incalculaSly hfgher plane. It is the call of India in 
her approachin® dite extremity for assistance and 
protection. In the‘name of your beloved mother- 
land, in the name of all that you hold near and 
deat, I make an urgent apptel for your immediate 
support, and I fel confident that my appeal “will 
not be in vain,’ 

There ewas loud and prolonged applause, and 
it was an appreciable time before she was allowed 
an opportunity of continuing her address. _ 

“Before concluding there is one point that 
I should very much like to make absolutely clear, 
I am not an official. I have no claim on you. 
You are at perfect liberty not to pay the slightest 
attention to what I have just now said to you. 
I am the Commandant of the League of Youth. 
That too is not an official position. It is simply 
a position of trust voluntarily bestowed on me by 
a brotherhood ,which is bound together by one 
comman bond, and actuated sofely by self-sacri- 
ficing service to the welfare of the country. My 
claim on you, if any, is purely personal. I have 
devoted my life to my country, to your country, 
to our,countty. I earnestly implore and beseech 
you to give me your help and your blessing.” 

- Suddenly from the midst of the audience 
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there rang out a slogan, crisp, cleatand defined:— 

“Sheila Ranee ki Jai; Sheila Rance ki Jai; 
Sheila Ranee ki Jai.” 

The slogan was ‘immediately taken up by all, 
and repeated with 2 kind of frenzied enthusiasm. 

Sheila was stirred to the very depths. She 
had been given spontaneously not only the help 


“she craved, but also unwavering obedience and 


loyalty. At the meetings in all the other provin- 
ces.the same enthusiastic obedience and the same 
unswerving loyalty were displayed. Everywhere 
now she was known as “Sheila Ranee.” 

Inside a month she had succeeded in establishing 
Divisional cadres in all the provinces with the 
assistance of the officers detailed for the purpose 
by the C-in-C. Her next step was to establish 
Brigade cadres in the Districts. Here again she 
was ably assisted by the C-in-C. As she had an- 
ticipated, there was not the slightest difficulty 
about the number of recruits. They -literally 
flocked to the various branches. Moreover there 
was a most satisfactory response to her ,appeal 
for funds. Accommodation, land and “buildings 
were to be had for the meme asking. A,tremen- 
dous wave of enthusiasm flooded the whole country. 
Sheila herself wag here, there, and everywhere? 
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Her black” and? silver aeroplane was now known 
throughout the* length and breadth of India. 
In one of hef short occasional visits to 
Tureemapur she found that’ Major Cathcart was 
absent. This was no unusvfal occurrence. After 
dinner she and Mabel and her father were in'the 
drawingroom discussing recent happenings. 

“You seem to have a happy knack, Sheila,” + 
remarked Mabel, “of securing titles wherever you 
go. ”? 

“I expect you are thinking of her title of 
‘Princess’ in Ireland,” said Bannerji smiling. 

“Yes, and also to her present title of ‘Ranee’.”’ 

“All completely unofficfal and unauthorised,” 
replied Sheila. 

“And to put it mildly, not altogether undeserv- 
ed,” rejoined Mabel, with a look of sincere affection 
and admiration for her former pupil. 

vA long silence followed. Sheila was enjoying 
the luxpry of a comfortable arti unaccustomed 
test. She was too tired to talk, and too tired al- 
most to think. She lay back in her chair complete- 
ly telaxed. ‘Mabel and Bannetji watched her in- 
tently. They did not.speak. They sat motionless 
in their chairs. Both were thinking of Sheila. 
AVith her eyes closed sh looked thin and pale and 
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almost emaciated. How long would she-stand the 
tremendous strain under which sne was living at 
present ? Mabel wondered it Bannerji knew that 

Sheila and Fred wete in love with each other. 
He_ probably did, and also probably realised the 
.well-nigh insupportable drain on her nervous 
system. At last Mabel stood up and took Sheila 
by the hand:— z 

“Come along, Sheila. It’s time all good 
little g irls were in bed.” 

Sheila jumped laughing. 

“Like old times, isn’t it? Always the perfect 
obedient little girl.” 

Bannerji came forward and placed his two 
hands on Sheila’s shoulders.— 

“Are you doing too much?” he enquired 
looking straight into her eyes. 

“What worries me is that I am not perring on 
fast cnough.” 

“You can’t*do more than yout best, Sheila, 
and you are doing that at present. Be as careful 
as you can of your health. Conserveas much-energy 
as possible. It will be all required when the 
clash comes.” 2 

“Will it be very long now?” , 
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Befove retiring for the night Sheila opened 
a drawer and tdok out a photogtaph. It was a 
replica of the double snapshot which Fred 
had in his table in camp. She gazed on it for 
some minutes taking in every detail of his appear- 
ance. Finally she raised it to her lips murmuring:— 

“My beloved.” 


4 


CHAPTER FIFTEEN 


7 September 1939. The sudden and unexpect- 

ed volte-face of Russia. ‘The invasion of Poland. 

*The upset of all previous calculattons. What, 
next? 

wp Sheila, Mabel, Justice Bannerji, and Major 
“Cathcart were assembled in the drawing toom. 
The hour was 9-30. p.m. The radio was announc- 
ing the terms of the capitulation of “Warsaw. 
Bannerji quietly stood up and switched off the har- 
rowing tidings. 

“A heroic resistance,” he remarked as he 
tesumed his seat. “If the time should ever come, 
God grant that we shall be able to emulate their 
noble endeavours and with more sugcessful results.” 

The four of*them sat silept. Their thoughts 
synchronised on Fred. They all knew that he 
had received orders for his return after phe fiasco 
of the Military Mission. What had Happened? 

Major Cathcart looked at his watch. « 

“He ought to be here at any time now,” he 
casually remarked - 
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“Who onZearth are you talking about ?” said 
Mabel. . 

“ ‘Whom’ would be more correct,” suggested 
Major Cathcart aggravatingly. 

“You ask him, Sheifig? exhorted Mabel. 
“I can never get anything out of him when he {s in 
that mood.” 

For answer Sheila stood’ up quietly and walk 
ed out of the toom.. Her quick ear had been the 
first to notice the noise of arr approaching motor. 
She was standing on the.steps of the verandah as" 
Fred jumped out of the car and took her in his 
arms. 

“Sheila, darling.” 

“My beloved.” 

Hand in hand they walked into the drawing 
room, 

As soon as gteetings were over Major Cathcart 
enqifired for the latest news. 

. Fred shook his head as he* replied:— 

“Nobody knows anything for certain. Every- 
thing % in the lap of the Gods.” 

. “I theught so,” said Major Cathcart. 

“Yqu might tell-us what you did think,” 
suggested Mabel. ° 
— “That the preparations in-:India have been 
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made not a momeni too soon, and- that- Fred has 
arrived back just in the nick of time.” 

“For what?” ‘ 

“To be Squadron Commander-in-Chief of the 
Air Force of the Citizen Army, and as the matter is 
rather urgent I expect Sheila and Fred would like 
to settle the details immediately.” 

“We shall settle them outside?’ remarked _. 
Sheila. om ~ 
~_“Thank God, Sheila; we can work together 
-at last.” : . 

“Yes, Fred,” replied Sheila, “and_perhaps 
we can work better and closer together as hus- 
band and wife.” ~ 

The moon looked down on a pair of lovers 
for the moment ecstatically happy. 

“With the honeymoon at Garnacanty when 
all is over,” suggested Fred. 

“Quien sabe?”? murmured Sheila. 


